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Purpose of Transvestia 


TRANSVESTIA is dedicated to the needs of those heterosexual persons _ 
who have become aware of their ‘‘other side’? and seek to express it.) 
The magazine provides— 


EDUCATION - ENTERTAINMENT - EXPRESSION 
to help its readers achieve 
UNDERSTANDING - SELF ACCEPTANCE - PEACE OF MIND 


in place of the loneliness, fear and self condemnation they have known 
for too long. 


TRANSVESTIA does not condemn nor judge the fields of homosexuality, 
bondage, domination or fetishism. These are left to others to develop. 
They are not part of the areas of interest of this magazine. 


TRANSVESTIA seeks to gather information and to disseminate it to 
interested persons in the medical, legal counseling and scientific pro 
fessions to further their knowledge about this little understood field, 
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THE COVER DESIGN 


The cover design symbolizes the philosophy of this publication. TH 
head, divided diagonally, represents our two sides - mind (Wisdom) ani 
face (Beauty). 


The lateral curving line portrays the ancient Chinese duality of the ‘*Yangi 
(masculinity) and the ‘*Yin’’? (feminity) - the two aspects of human natur 


The total symbolism indicates the wholeness of a human being - not a 

masculine - mind and reason, abstract and unseen - and not all feminine- 

beauty, desireability, and appearance, but rather an integration of both. 
PERE C CCC EERE REESE SESE SESE SELES EE SERS SEES SEES TEES EE S| 


A “SAYING” OF JESUS . 


‘‘When you make the two one...and when you make the MALE AND THE) 
FEMALE INTO A SINGLE ONE...then shall you enter the kingdom”,) | 


From the Gospel According to St. Thomas. 
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Our Leading Lady 


by Debbie Lee (32-R-9) FPE 


It feels funny to sit down to write one's own 
life. It's like writing those "true confessions" 
and knowing that hundreds, perhaps thousand of people, 
TV's and non-TV's will be in possession of data which, 
until a little over a year ago, was held within me as 
my deepest secret. Of course I am a transvestite and 
I think I have been one all my life. But before I go 
into history, let me introduce myself: name: Debbie - 
married - several children -six-footer - masculine 
looking in male clothes - not bad at ali when being 
Debbie (at least I photograph fairly well) - I wish 
I weren't married -- and I wish I were a few inches 
shorter -- and of course a few (quite a few) years 
younger. I am taking electrolysis - and I dress 
every single day of the week. I am very happy when 
dressed and my greatest joys come when I am able once 
in a while to stay dressed for several days. I wish 
I could stay dressed the rest of my life. 


My first recollection about cross-dressing goes 
back to the age of 10. It is vivid in my mind be- 
cause my mother gave me a severe beating when she 
found me in my bed-room parading around in my sister's 
clothes. Of course neither the beating nor her warn- 
ings did any good. I kept stealing clothes from sis 
who was two years younger, and hid them in the attic 
and the hay loft. As you may gather, we lived ina 
small farm. The hayloft was my world and I spent 
many happy hours there wearing my treasures. My 
folks were poor, without much education and extremely 
strict with us children. I grew up with 2 sisters 
and a brother, and as far as I can tell, none of them 
were aware of my inclination to wear girl's clothes. 
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Unlike my younger brother I was a mamma's boy and 

I was very much of a sissy. I hated to play rough 
games, disliked intensely all kinds of sports and 
from grade school on I never got out of the sissy 
category. My greatest desire was to see, touch and 
feel next to my body anything with lace and ruffles, 
preferably of satin or taffeta. I guess my TV begin- 
nings must have been fetishistic because I remember 
how much I loved to wear my sister's bloomers and 
fondle and cuddle the laces and satins next to my 
skin. I must point out however that there never was 
any sexual reaction connected with my dressing. 


Between the ages of 10 & 13 I became one of the 
best altar boys in our community under the tutorship 
of nuns where I was attending a catholic school. I 
was the one who always volunteered when there was a 
call for altar boys. What they did not know was that 
my eagerness was not the result of faith or deep re- 
ligious feeling, what I loved were the lacy surplices 
and the satin cassocks. And everytime I wore those 
garments I would make believe I was wearing girl's 
clothes. There I was, all dressed up, walking all 
around the church in front of everybody, very proud 
in my lovely laces and the swishy satin. Wonder 
what the nuns and priests would have done if they 
could have read my heart! I think that from that 
time on I developed a desire to show off in dresses 
and this must have led me to the world of show bus- 
iness of which I later became a part. 


At the end of my 13th year, the good nuns felt 
that I was destined to become a priest. How else 
could they explain my love for surplices and cassocks:! 
So off I went to a Seminary. Of course I couldn't 
dress there, but the surplices and satin cassocks, 
altered by my vivid imagination, became lovely frocks 
and dresses. Needless to say, the few times we put 
on a play on the stage I managed to get a feminine 
role, although some of the pleasure was gone inasmuch 
as we were not allowed to wear lingerie under the 
dress and had to put up with our standard masculine 
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underwear. Horrible incongruity! 


Finally I became fed up with seminary discipline 
and became inpatient to get away and go back to my 
hayloft. So at the end of my sixth year one event 
helped me to get away. It was my first sexual ex- 
perience. I discovered I liked girls a lot, but the 
good fathers took a dismal view of my discovery and 
decided the Seminary could exist very nicely without 
me. So I was now 18 years old and returned home, 

But that same year a circus came to town. I heard 
they were looking for musicians and since I had 
learned the clarinet and the saxophone I proceeded 

to apply for a position in the band. I was hired and 
when the circus moved on I moved on with it leaving 
behind my small Indiana town and my private paradise 
in the hayloft. From town to town I traveled with 
the circus and played in the band, but the sight of 
all the beautiful costumes all around me was driving 
me crazy. How I wished I could dress up! Of course 
I would have never dared tell some of the circus 
girls of my desires, so I did the next best thing: 

I became friendly with the clowns. At least they 
could wear colorful costumes with ruffles, and lace 
and satin and made-up faces! Pretty soon I was a 
good pal of one "Sorrowful Sam". Soon he took me 
under his wing and proceeded to teach me a clown 
routine. I was not a very good clown but good enough 
to become a regular performer. It was a happy moment 
when I put on for the first time my clown's attire... 
I still remember it: it was white satin with big 
red polka dots and ruffles and laces around the col- 
lar, sleeves and ankles. 


For a year or so this was my life, a happy life. 
Then we reached Chicago for a six-month stand at the 
Century of Progress - the Chicago Fair. And you 
guessed it. Here I met for the first time in my life 
those (to me, then) beautiful creatures called female 
impersonators. They, with the famous Sally Rand, had 
their own show at the Fair and soon I was a frequent 
visitor and friend. Just imagine my feelings seeing 
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all that glitter and gowns and lingerie. I was only 
20 years old and I was a pretty boy, still very much 
of a sissy, just oozing femininity. And of course 

it had to happen. One day they dressed me up from 
the skin out, and I am convinced that no human being 
can possibly experience a thrill so intense, so fan- 
tastically devastating, (so indescribably delicious) 
as the thrill felt by a TV when he gets fully dressed 
for the first time. That is what I felt when I stood 
in front of a mirror and saw Debbie for the first 
time. To me, she was the most beautiful girl in the 
world, this despite the fact that I was bigger and 
taller than most of my new-found impersonator friends. 
They baptized me as Debbie, the Amazon Bombshell, and 
this is the way they billed me. 


When the circus left Chicago there was one clown 
less in the troupe and one additional female imper- 
sonator in Chicago. Since I did not have an act nor 
routine to perform on the stage, they gave me a job 
as a barmaid in the same hall where the impersonators 
put on their show. I must have done a good job of 
it, because after we left the Fair I was again a 
barmaid at The Red Door in Calumet City, Illinois. 

My friends kept prodding me into developing an act 
and finally I made my debut on stage at Club 48 as 
a "Hillbilly Bride", What a thrill everytime I went 
on stage, and what a thrill to see my name outside. 
For about two years we traveled from town to town 
and finally we made the French Quarter in New Orleans. 
Everything was rosy and happy, but fate had other 
designs on my life. A terrible fire broke out and 
I lost everything I owned. The shock was too great 
and I felt that the whole world had crumbled under 
me. So feeling defeated, I went back home and set- 
tled down to a more masculine type of life. 


My folks were getting on in years and really 
needed help on the farm. At no time did my parents 
become aware of my love for women's clothes. My 
mother seemed to have forgotten that one incident 
in my childhood. And so, I met a GG and we got 


® 


Just Debbie 


Trantreslia 


married. We had a boy and a girl. After a few years 
I told my wife of my TV desires and she, somewhat 
reluctantly, allowed me to dress on rare occasions. 
Of course the children never did learn of my TVism. 
Somehow my life in show business was pretty well 
forgotten and I put my shoulder to the wheel to earn 
a good living for my family. Unfortunately the 
marriage -- after 7 years -- ended up in divorce. 
The main reason was not TVism but religion. My wife 
wanted to bring up the children in the Christian 
Science faith. I suggested that she let me at least 
raise the boy as a Catholic, but she wouldn't budge 
and so we parted. 


I moved to New York City where, with the help 
of a cousin, I took up printing and became a pretty 
good one. (I guess I'm entitled to one good com- 
mercial plug). At the shop I met and fell in love 
with the book-keeper. Second trip to the altar. 
Living with my GG was sheer heaven. She loved both 
the man and Debbie. And Debbie of course was in 
paradise. Many a night we'd sit down and play "strip 
poker" and guess what. I'd end up wearing most of 
her clothes. What fun we had. But again fate took 
a hand. My wife was pregnant, and had an accident, 
became ill and finally died of kidney poisoning. 
Once more my world crumbled about me. I spent six 
weeks in the hospital with a nervous breakdown. 


Back home Debbie came to life again and she & 
I lived and worked together. At his period of my 
life I began to wear lingerie all the time under my 
masculine attire. It was the man on the outside and 
Debbie underneath, I joined several organizations 
and revived my hillbilly bride act. Debbie thus waw 
again in demand, from PTA to American Legion, Elks 
and what-not. Happiness returned to my life. It 
was wonderfull to be Debbie again on stage and at 
home. 


And now we come to the final and present chapter 
of my life. It starts with my third marriage. Before 
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the children came - my present wife warmly accepted 
Debbie. I kept up my entertaining and freely dressed 
around. the house, helped her with the house work and 
provided a good living from my printing shop. Then 
the children came, and (Oh, Susanna, how right you 
are) Debbie had to go into hiding, being able to 
appear only when and if the coast was clear. My TV 
activities were drastically reduced, but not stopped. 
I managed to do a bit of entertainment once in a 
while and dressed in private as much as circumstances 
permitted. I did manage, though to accumulate a nice 
wardrobe, lovely wigs and all those things so dear 

to a TV's heart. Nature however played a nasty trick 
on Debbie. The wife entered the menopause and the 
boom dropped. Debbie was told off in no uncertain 
terms. Bitter arguments and quarrels followed and 
naturally the children became aware of the facts re- 
garding their father. How could they miss them with 
all the screaming that went on! 


Not wanting to break up the home, I have stayed 
on, although the atmosphere reminds me of what the 
demilitarized zone in Viet Nam must be and the child- 
ren have accepted Debbie's existence rather philo- 
sophically. 


But a ray of sunshine has cut through the home 
clouds. Debbie, through a friend, went one Summer 
day to a resort far up in the Catskill mountains. 

It was Casa Susanna. There I met the most wonderful 
people in the world. With Susanna and Marie and all 
the TV friends I have made in my many trips there, 
Debbie blossomed forth and is able today to be her- 
self in an atmosphere of friendship, understanding 
and tolerance which is a far cry from what she can 
find at home. What of the future? I've ceased to 
worry. I have learned to enjoy each day, one at a 
time, But believe me, even if science should ever 
find a way to kill the TV's desires, I would be the 
last person in the world to want to discard a con- 
dition from which I've derived some of the happiest 
hours in my entire life. 
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by Jeri (49-K-3) FPE 


William Turner had two hobbies -- Pastimes 
perhaps would be more accurate. Going to movies 
was one of them. He never missed a new movie, 
whether it was an Italian epic or a musical comedy. 
Sometimes, in the case when a first-run show would 
be held over for several weeks, he would see it 
several times, He was an expert on movies. 


The movie he was watching at the moment was 
another in the series of the Mondo Cane type: a 
bewildering montage of the bizarre and the beauti- 
ful, the commonplace and the obscure. He didn't 
particularly like this type of movie, preferring 
either costume-dramas or an elaborately staged 
musical with exotically dressed stars. While he 
munched delicately at his popcorn, the film dis- 
solved to a shot of an African warrior of fierce 
mien and haughty stature; the music of the sound 
track segued down while the narrator described the 
dressing of the warrior's elaborate conical hairdo 
with fresh cow dung. William Turner felt faintly 
nauseous at this. A few kernels of popcorn escaped 
his fingers and fell onto his skirt. 


Oh, yes--perhaps a word about William Turner's 
second hobby is in order, since it involves the 
first: William Turner was a transvestite. His 
greatest pleasure was in dressing himself from head 
to toe in woman's clothing, and then, because it 
was irresistable, he felt he must go out while he 
was so dressed, For a long time, he confined him- 
self to late-evening walks around the block. One 
night, he screwed up his courage and went to a movie. 
There, in the dim theater, he felt secure in his 
disguise while participating in the world as if he 
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were in fact a woman. He always sat in the back, 
always sat through two shows until the outgoing 
crowd was large enough to give him additional 
protection, counting on the bright lights of the 
lobby to give him further screening from his part- 
ially-blinded co-patrons. He probably had little 
to worry about; he had invested in a fine wig: he 
dressed carefully, tastefully with an eye not to 
stand out in any particular way: he enjoyed himself. 


Anyway, while William Turner was brushing the 
popcorn off his skirt with a napkin, the African 
diappeared from the screen and the music changed to 
a wierd, raga-like theme while the announcer suddenly 
said, "If you're a transvestite, you'll probably 
want to go to the monastary of Lo Mantang. High in 
the Himalaya mountains, fabled location of Shangri 
La, a group of monks has forsaken the ways of men 
in a different manner." William Turner's wig nearly 
flipped. He inhaled several kernels of popcorn. 
There was a faint roaring in his ears as the nar- 
ration went on: 


"Newly accessible by air, the monastery at Lo 
Mantang has been in existenee for hundreds of years. 
The recent discovery of the uses of the medicinal 
herbs grown only on the high plateaus here has 
brought the twentieth century to this remote region, 
Far from shunning the manners of the Western world, 
the monks of Lo Mantang have eagerly embraced com- 
merce with the West," As the narrator continued 
his dialogue to a flute-arrangement of "A Pretty 
Girl is Like a Melody'', the camera showed scene 
after scene of monastery life, ranging from a com- 
plete Western-style beauty parlor to monks engaged 
in their daily devotions while dressed in haute 
couture from the Salons of Paris. Elaborately 
embroidered silks and brocades from the Orient 
jostled elbows with nylon and dacron from the West. 
It was a fantastic spectacle. 


® 


Trantredia 


William Turner sat spellbound through two more 
showings of the film. When finally the theatre 
closed for the evening, he reluctantly arose and on 
unsteady high heels, tottered out of the theatre. 
He had a strange premonition that he had seen his 
last movie. 


After a fretful, sleepless night, Turner spent 
a miserable day at work. More than ever he hated 
his job, his co-workers, his entire life in a society 
that condemned him because he desired to adorn him- 
self in a different manner than other men. What was 
it that the narrator had said? "They dedicated 
themselves to personification of the beautiful.” 
Yes, Tnere was no doubt, 


That evening, Turner felt the urge to change 
clothes once more and see the film yet again. In- 
stead, he put on a fresh shirt and went to the city 
library where he read steadily until the library 
closed. The only reference he could find to Lo 
Mantang was in a pharmacology journal. He looked 
up its location on a map of the Himalayas, finding 
only a faint smudge, so small was the area he looked 
for. Impatient, he looked for other books on the 
surrounding territories. He found several on Tibet- 
an religions which he checked out; there were a few 
on Sikkim, and some others on Nepal. He took them 
all home and for a week, he read for hours every 
evening. There was nothing! No clue--not a trace 
of Lo Mantang. Was this too another fable-- another 
Shangri La? William Turner felt a keen despair 
overtake hin. 


He thought again about the film--Wait! Wasn't 
there something about air service? That meant that 
there was some sort of a commercial schedule into 
Lo Mantang., The next morning he called a travel 
agency, 


To his utter astonishment, the clerk at the 
travel agency could and did give him complete and 
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accurate details, Not only that, but it was only 
about thirty seconds delay until the clerk had the 
information. "My!" said Turner. "That didn't 
take long!" "Well," said the clerk. "The first 
time I looked it up, it took two weeks. You're 
the fifteenth request I've had for that this month. 
What's in--uh, Lo Mantang?" 


"Oh--uh, you see, they--uh--they export a med- 
icinal herb that I'm interested in. Yes--that's 
it, a medicinal herb." 


"Oh. I see. Well, the total fare, round trip, 
is $3783.36." 


The figure staggered Turner's mind. "Th-three 
thousand..." 


"That's right. That's coach-class. First 
class is about one thousand higher--just a moment, 
I'11 give you that exactly." 


"No-no, don't bother, Uh--how much is one-way?" 


"Just a moment.'' There was a pause, then the 
clerk returned to the line. "One-way is $2042.15-- 
plus car-fare to and from the airport.'' There was 
a faint note of sarcasm in his voice. 


The next day, the travel agency sent him the 
complete routings as well as those two fantastic 
sums, For several weeks, Turner lived with nothing 
in his mind but the mysterious monastery--that and 
the utter impossibility of ever going. He had never 
before felt the need for an undue sum of money, so 
his savings were very small. His possessions were 
relatively low in value. For years he had poured 
money into his wardrobe and now, he could find little 
or no comfort in it. His wardrobe seemed once more 
a symbol of defeat, a feeling of a heavy weight 
suspended from his neck. 
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He was sitting in his apartment one night, 
adding up one more time the column of figures that 
represented his total wealth, when the telephone 
rang. He answered it and a voice on the other end 
said, "Mr, Turner? I saw the movie the other night." 
Turner waited a moment, then said "And?" 


"J--uh--well, there's a cheaper way to go, if 
you're interested," 


Turner recognized the voice of the clerk from 
the travel agency, but there was something--a repr- 
essed excitement--an urgency. -~"'Yes?"' 


"Can I talk to you?" 
"Why--sure, why not?" 


A short time later, the young clerk was seated 
in Turner's apartment, 


‘You see," he said, "After I saw the movie, I 
got to wondering-~-you know--so many requests and 
all, Well, yours was the only address I had and 
when I looked up in the city directory and saw you 
weren't connected with any medical organization, I 
sort of figured..." He looked down at the floor a 
moment. "I think you can understand if I tell you 
that I want to go there myself--and not for any 
medical reasons, either!" 


Turner nodded his head. “Alright. Assume then 
that I am interested in something else, You said 
something about another way--" 


"Yes, Forget about the air service, If you 
take working passage on a steamer--" he went on es- 
plaining an elaborate, but certainly inexpensive 
method of travel to the Far East. “Then you take 
the train from Calcutta, It takes about four days 
to the border, then you can either go with a caravan, 


or walk to Lo Mantang." 
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"How--how much would it cost?" asked Turner. 


"Probably about seven hundred dollars. But 
that's one-way. Of course, you can always borrow 
money from the American Embassy to come home. Ex- 
cept in Lo Mantang. There's no Embassy there." 


"Very interesting." said Turner. "Ah--you're 
going?" 


The young man looked at him sadly. "No. I 
couldn't leave my family. I wouldn't. But--I'd 
like to know--you know, about the place. So if I 
can help someone else to go--maybe I can find out. 
If you go--would you write to me and let me know?" 


Turner felt oddly moved. "Certainly. But 
I don't see how--"' 


"Look! All it takes is a little courage. My 
god, don't you even want to know? This may be the 
chance of a lifetime!" 


"Suppose it is simply another myth--like Shangri 
La?" 


"Was that a myth? After all,isn't Shangri La 
a state-of-the-mind? An attitude--a dream in life-" 


After the young man left, Turner spent a long 
time just staring at the wall. 


The next morning, Turner felt intoxicated as he 
calmly walked into the manager's office at work and 
resigned, effective in two-weeks, He withdrew his 
money from the company retirement fund, cashed in 
his life insurance policies, closed his checking 
and savings accounts, sold his car, television set, 
and finally with an air of finality, sold his wig 
and wardrobe. The last proved very difficult, in- 
asmuch as he couldn't bear to accept the ten-percent 
value he was offered. Nevertheless--on the pretext 
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he was selling his deceased wife's clothes, he 
disposed of everything, down to the last pair of 
hose, 


He got a passport, bought two pairs of heavy 
walking boots, a sturdy canvas duffel-bag, packed a 
razor, clean shirts and a few personal items and set 
out, hitch-hiking to Florida. 


By the time he reached Florida, he was already 
tanned by the sun. A few dollars slipped to the 
union agent and he was booked for a working passage 
on a P&O liner bound for Adelaide. Seven weeks later 
he left Australia, bound for Hong Kong on a tramp 
steamer, this time as supercargo. From Hong Kong, 
he carefully invested a few dollars in a ride in the 
cargo compartment of a Flying Tiger to Malaya, then 
by coastal steamer to Calcutta. Five incredible 
days of riding the train across the plains of India 
brought him to the foothills of the Himalayas, 


He spent a week in a Nepalese jail because he 
made the mistake of offering a government official 
a bribe in public, and then accepting the adamant 
refusal of the offended official as being a state- 
ment of fact. After his release from the Katmandu 
jail, Turner began seeking ways of finishing the 
journey, He was a mere three hundred miles from 
his goal--a thumb-nail's width compared to the dis- 
tance he had traveled so far. Another week found 
him in Pokhare, half-way there. But further, it was 
impossible to go. 


To his dismay, Turner found that there were no 
longer caravans going to Lo Mantang. The air service 
from Calcutta had taken over and was so much cheaper 
and quicker than the fifteen day journey through 
bandit-infested territory that the caravans had moved 
elsewhere, 


He spent two weeks in Pokhara, trying to decide 
whether to go back to Caicutta and try to make arran- 
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gements to fly in, but his dwindling resources pre- 
vented him from turning back. He had, by this time, 
mastered enough of the clicking Tibetan dialect to 
make himself understood and to the amazement and 
amusement of the local citizenry, he paid an out- 
rageous price for a yak, loaded it with supplies, 

and trekked off for the cleft between Annapurna and 
Dhaulagiri. For eight days, Turner trekked down the 
valley of the Kali Gandaki, then began to climb. On 
the evening of the twelfth day, as he slept exhausted 
in the thin, cold night air, the lure of the valuable 
yak brought a club-wielding bandit to an appointment 
with Turner, A quick tap on the skull, a body drag- 
ged to the edge and rolled over--and the yak was led 
patiently away to finish its cycle of existence in 
another place, 


The only thing that saved Turner from immediate 
death was the fact that he hadn't had a haircut in 
several months, consequently he was not completely 
unconscious when he was rolled off the trail. His 
body refused to answer any commands, however, and 
so Turner was completely relaxed when he landed in 
a cleft some fifteen feet below the trail. 


In the morning, Turner was amazed to waken and 
find himself still alive. He managed to drag him- 
self painfully back to the trail where he slumped 
in exhaustion, his lungs screaming in the rarefied 
air. He lost conciousness, revived, fainted again, 
and woke once more to find that his body was point- 
ing up the trail and dragging itself along. He 
marveled at this, his brain totally remote and un- 
affected as the body alternately heaved itself 
along a few yards, then collapsed. Inside his head, 
a voice was saying "Gee, Turner old boy, you really 
are tough! Hurray--you made nearly fifty feet that 
time! Gonna try again? Sure, why not--hands sore? 
Bleeding? Can't feel a thing, old boy." The sun 
went down. After a while it came up, stayed a while 
staring at the grotesque figure now crawling, now 
hopping, now falling forward, then changing its 
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mind, the sun went elsewhere. 


And so on... 


The High Lama of the Lo Mantang monastery was 
seated in his study, contemplating the lacquering 
of his nails when a respectful underling brought 
news of a marvelous sight. "Serenity--there is a 
man," 


"Indeed."" replied the Serene One. "That is 
not surprising news to this one's ears." 


"This one is from the West, O Sublimity. He 
has come on foot, through the mountains, suffering 
terribly." 


"A11 men suffer." replied the Sublime One. 
"This man is dying, 0 Delicacy." 


"In ninety-nine years, all cratures now alive 
shall be dead." intoned the Delicate One. Yet, 
a strange thing was observed that morning for the 
High Lama only stayed for three lacauerings of his 
nails, rather than the customary seven. 


His hunger past all hungering, his thirst re- 
signed now to a dull raging in the tattered hulk 
that was his body, Turner topped the last rise and 
Stared through a red haze at the distant buildings. 
Forbidding, desolate, drab-looking, the monastery 
looked no different from the others Turner had seen 
back in the happier times when he could stand erect 
and walk about like a tourist. A strange thought 
took him: he must get to the distant place and find 
a mailbox--of a11 things, to send a postcard to his 
friend, telling him that this too was another lie 
in the fabric of existence, 


Thus, when the High Lama, delicately holding 
the folds of his gown in one hand, approached Turner 
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where he lay outside the gate, he was astounded to 
hear the dying man raise himself on one elbow and 
ask in plain English, "Do you have an airmail stamp?" 


Rationalizing that to allow an unsolved enigma 
to expire was a greater sin than interfering in the 
destinies of men, the Lama gave orders that Turner 
be brought inside, nursed if possible until he was 
well--if such was his fate. It was--and scarely 
three weeks later, the Lama found his guest seated 
upright on his pallet, weak, but able to converse. 


"You speak English!" croaked Turner in amazgement., | 


"I speak many languages.'"' stated the Lama, 
matter-of-factly, "I have much use for languages 
in dealing with those persons interested in the herbs 
and the extracts we produce here. I suspect however 
that is not your interest. Tell me, Mr. Turner-- 
why did you come to Lo Mantang?" 


Turner related his adventure. ''~-and so, I 
came here to see if the story about the monastery 
was true," 


"And now Mr, Turner?!! 


Turner showed an earnest face to the High Lama 
as he said, "I want to join your group." 


"Tt is out of the question, Mr. Turner."' The 
Lama turned and stalked out of the room, his high 
heeled shoes clacking on the stone floor. 


Turner felt a tear begin to form in one eye: 
after so much, and so long--and he would not be 
permitted to enter, 


After a few more weeks, Turner was well enough 
to move about freely. To a point.. He was denied 
entrance to a large part of the monastery, One day 
he was summoned by the High Lama, the first time 
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since the sickbed interview. 


If Turner had entertained any hopes about the 
Lama changing his mind, they were dashed immediately: 
"Mr, Turner, you must make your preparations to 
leave Lo Mantang.'' The Lama coughed delicately by 
way of punctuation. "You are well enough to travel 
and I'm sure you will agree that you will soon have 
pressed hospitality to its limits. Ah--when may we 
expect the sorrow of your absence?" 


Turner inclined his head sorrowfully. “I don't 
know." he said honestly. "I--I haven't any money. 
I don't know how I'11 make arrangements." 


"What? Is there no-one you may borrow money 
from, then? A relative? A friend?" 


"No-one.'' said Turner. In the stone-walled 
room, the word echoed. 


"What possessed you, Mr. Turner, to come this 
great distance knowing you would not be able to 
leave? Surely you could not have reasonable ex- 
pected us to welcome you out of hand. Whatever 
gave you such an idea?" Both the Lama's eyebrows 
were raised, 


"The movie--"' said Turner. “After I saw the 
movie, I thought--I thought--that maybe here I would 
be understood." 


The Lama clucked his tongue sympathetically. 
"Forgive this stupid one. Aiee! That movie! In 
exchange for some small considerations--some trinkets 
that struck our fancies, we permitted the taking of 
pictures. And what has it brought us? I have re- 
ceived hundreds of letters, inquiring about this 
place, Hundreds of letters--and one fool who staggers 
through the mountains demanding to live here," The 
Lama smote himself on the forehead. 
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"Hundreds of letters?" 


"Truly. All asking about the monastery, all 
begging for invitations. Many even ask for money 
to make the journey. What manner of people are 
these?" 


Turner could have given him a clue, but he 
chose not to. He remained silent for a short space, 
then said, 'Is there some way that I can earn money 
here, until I have enough to leave?" 


The Lama looked at him in surprise. "Well! A 
moment ago you were dying to have me ask you to stay- 
now you wish to leave, Very well. We shall see 
what possibilities exist. But, tell me, Mr. Turner. 
Why so resigned to leaving now?!! 


"Some men hold selfish dreams..." 


"Indeed!'"' The Lama considered this, Even- 
tually, he said, "I will se what we can do to help 
you, Mr. Turner." 


''Yeah--thanks,!! 


The next morning, Turner was again summoned to 
the Lama's chambers, There was another exotically 
attired person present whom the Lama introduced as 
that worthy in charge of the mundane matters of 
international finance, credits and exchange--in 
short--the bookkeeper, 


"We can usefully employ you for a time, Mr, 
Turner, if you have any ability in office procedures." 


"TI was an accountant in an office before I 
came here.'' Turner answered. 


"Splendid. You may begin at once then, Ah-- 
remuneration--I do not have knowledge of pay struc- 
tures in large corporations-~in any case, they would 
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not apply here, I think. We shall of course provide 
you with room and board and additionally, recompense 
you for your efforts at the rate of fifteen thousand 
piastres a month--how much is that in dollars, Meyer?" 
the Lama asked his bookkeeper. 


Many years later, a slightly harried looking 
man with the grey of early middle age at his temples 
returned to his house and wife in the suburbs to 
find his spouse all agog over a mysterious letter 
bound in a queer sort of brownish envelope. The 
very fat evelope was covered with exotic stamps 
legendary postmarks and several forwarding addresses. 


"Who's it from?" demanded his wife. 


"I haven't the faintest idea." he answered 
truthfully, "I can't seem to make out the postmark-- 
Boy! This thing has been all over the world." 


"Well open it for heaven's sake! I'm dying of 
curiosity!" 


He opened the envelope, read it aloud and re- 
placed it in the envelope. He sat down on the couch 
staring at the ceiling with a bemused smile on his 
lips, His wife stood with open mouth, 


"Why--it doesn't make any sense at all. Was 
that someone you know, dear?" she asked. 


"Mmm, A long time ago, when I worked for the 
travel agency~-remember?--I helped a man make out a 
route for a trip. He always said he'd let me know 
how he made out," 


"Tt sounded like some kind of a trip, alright! 
Wow! But--the end doesn't make sense, does it?" 


"Why not?" 


"Read it again for me." she asked. 
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"Sure--let's see--the last page--ah! Here: 
"And so, after working for some time as an account- 
ant, I was very pleased to be promoted, as it were, 
when my superior abandoned his secular duties. You 
see, what no-one ever realized is that this is after 
all a religious order, Of course, I stayed on. After 
all, the job had some interesting fringe benefits 
for the higher echelons. I discovered then or learned 
that what we had considered as important, was really 
the first step--and the last, but it took me twelve 
years of the most concentrated study to finally 
realize that. In the end, rather than they accept- 
ing me--I accepted them, And so, my friend, I dis- 
charge my last duty to you. Even as I write this, 
the Old One lies contemplating the end. He has 
named me successor. I feel most humble. Never did 
I realize, sitting there in the darkened theatres. 
that one day--I would be Lama Turner!" 


MOL GOOOOOOEOCS SOC SOOO LEOEOLECEOOELECEEEEELECELOECELEEE. 


MATERIAL FOR PUBLICATION 


TVia exists on the contributions of its readers. 
I couldn't write it all and if I did you' think I was i. 
trying to hog the limelight. So lets have your crea- 
tive selves get to work with interesting bits of your 
own past experiences. Other readers like to live 
through the interesting experiences of others vicar- 
iously. Lets also have fictional pieces expecially 
those in which the TV theme is subtle or unexpected 
in some way. The more unusual the more interesting. 
Articles, poems, gags etc. are also needed. I have 
to keep quite a backlog on hand to allow for the time 
involved in getting around to editing them getting 
them typed and finally into the magazine. So, to 
paraphrase the expression, "Don't just subscribe, say 
something? I'd rather have too much than too little 
in the file and right now there is not enough. Ed. 
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Actually, in the beginning, it was her idea. 
It seemed to come as an inspiration to her and she 
often wondered why she hadn't thought of it before. 
It actually turned out to be a great deal of fun. 


Thus it was that we adopted the practice of 
wearing matching clothes. Naturally it had to be 
pants and shirts since girls can get away with that 
sort of dress while the other way around is taboo 
to boys. I might also add that of course I didn't 
carry a purse. On the other hand we had matching 
sneakers and the over all effect was that we belonged 
to each other, as we truly did. It gave me a great 
deal of pleasure to note how much she enjoyed going 
out like this and noting how possessive she became. 


I became so used to all of this that I had no 
objection to tinting ovr hair the same color which 
had a remarkable effect since her hair was a bit 
short and mine was long as is the fashion these days. 
I thought to myself that except for certain obvious 
anatomical bulges on her part she could be taken for 
me. Even so, with certain loose fitting shirts, she 
might have been taken as a boy by the casual passer- 
by, but on closer scrutiny her feminine behaviour 
would have carried the day. Oddly it did not occur 
to me that if I were holding her purse the casual 
observer might have mistaken both of us as girls, 
this one of course being under-developed. It didn't 
occur to me, I suppose, since I was authentically 
attired as a boy (as she was) and all of this was an 
acceptable thing. In the end it was to become a 
natural thing for us to do, and we identified our- 
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selves with it. 


Curiously, a time came when she peered more and 
more at feminine things when we street walked or 
shopped. She would note how she liked this dress 
or that skirt or those "darling" shoes. In time we 
went into shops and she would examine the new womans 
fashion so that I became tutored in things feminine. 
However I was becoming apprehensive that she may 
soon discard her boyish attire and thus bring to an 
end our little game that I had come to enjoy so much. 
I became even more apprehensive when she experimented 
with cosmetics on occasion with the ominous impli- 
cation that she wanted to be more feminine and that 
she was entering into a womans world where I could 
not follow. It was not a disaster so much since I 
still had her, but I just hated to give up dressing 
look-alike. After a time I conceded that such a 
course was inevitable and even privately acknowledged 
that it might lead to better things. 


At last the day came when she couldn't resist 
any longer and purchased herself a mini-dress. I 
had never seen her dressed this way before and she 
did look lovely and her makeup enhanced her natural 
beauty. I never again saw her in pants. It turned 
out to be much more fun with her dressed in this 
manner and my fondness had turned into the thrill 
of love. I really and truly became very devoted to 
her. 


Then came the day she confessed that even though 
she delighted in wearing feminine things, she missed 
the days we dressed alike and the special identity 
it gave to us, She made strange comments on several 
occasions while we were out shopping. I was too 
naive to recognise them as hints and lacked the in- 
tuition to discover the import behind some of her 
remarks, Finally she came right out with it and 
said that I would find wearing a skirt fun and we 
could dress alike just as before. Naturally I ob- 
jected, pointing out that the other way around was 
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acceptable but what she proposed was out of the 
question. "It just wouldn't accomplish anything," 
I insisted, “and besides I would be too mortified 
for you to see me that way, not to mention the idea 
of appearing in public." 


She was clearly hurt and I was alarmed think- 
ing that our endearing relations were headed for 
the rocks. 


Then she pointed out that it wouldn't do any 
harm to try, and anyway she had worn pants and shirts 
for all that time. For longer than she had intended 
for that matter, just to please me. "Besides" she 
added with a typically feminine low blow, "It just 
shows that you never did care for me at all." 


Naturally I was completely unable to see her 
logic since it was highly improbable that there was 
any logic in the first place. Reluctantly I con- 
sented, only to prove that she wouldn't like it at 
all and thus have the matter gone forever. 


It was to be much more of a matching job than 
I tad considered, being item fog item from the skin 
on out, Her tastes had drifted ¢q the ultra feminine 
state so that the next day deapite my ohvious em- 
barrassment, my protests, I waa ta firld myself en- 
cased in the most delicate pink panties. She smiled 
happily as she helped me dress beaming with pleasure 
as she passed each dainty item, and carrying on a 
running commentary. "This lace cup bra is nylon/ 
Lycra spandex back with adjustable straps. It has 
special built in falsies." Then later. "You'll 
adore this slip. It is just like mine. We luckily 
wear the same sizes. Notice the lace and embroidery. 
Sheer luxury." And so it went until I was completely 
attired as she was; hose, girdle, skirt, blouse, and 
"cute little pumps"....Unbelieveably I was standing 
before her dressed entirely as a girl. 


She fixed my hair to be exactly like hers and 
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carefully applied makeup, then stood back delight 
gleaming in her eyes. She guided me to a full length 
mirror where we both stood staring in wonder. We 
looked alike! It was incredible. We truly looked 
alike. Not only did I match her attire article for 
article, we actually seemed to be twins. It was 
amazing. So amazing that my mortification was for- 
gotten as I stared in awe. 


With great misgivings I consented to go shopping 
with her dressed as a girl. The first moments in 
public were quite unnerving, but I had nothing to 
worry about as I passed beautifully, which I should 
have surmised since we did look so very much alike. 
Nevertheless it was a rather shaking experience as 
my "cute little pumps" propelled me into a depart- 
ment store and guided me to ladies wear. We were 
in lingerie to be precise, and I was petrified to 
find myself in full public view surrounded by and 
examining such delicate intimates. The sales girl 
was most helpful and suggestive which had a calming 
effect as I pondered which articles I wanted to buy. 
Of course they were to match my dear friend's attire 
and we were really purchasing together. However it 
was still an odd sensation to agree on lavishly 
trimmed panties and actually make the purchase. 
Eventually in disbelief I found myself in a dressing 
room trying on a mini dress. I did discover that 
bit by bit I was becoming less anxious and taking 
the events more and more naturally. It was indeed 
a most unusual adventure which pleased me only in 
the sense that the series of events so obviously 
pleased her, 


She maneuvered me into moving into her apart- 
ment and moving me out of mine. She accomplished 
the later herself and to my chagrin dumped all my 
male attire off at Good Will. Thus it got to the 
point where my only possessions were feminine. Not 
only was I living as a girl but I was taken as a 
girl by all concerned. One thing was leading to 


another. 
@® 


Trantvesia 


I was alarmed one evening when she announced 
that she had a job offer for me at a large woman's 
apparel store where she worked. The interview was 
frightening for I feared that most certainly I would 
be discovered, so it came as a complete surprise to 
me when I was offered the position. Our jobs were 
to act as combination sales girls and models. That 
is we would wear various dresses or skirts and 
blouses about the store and behind the counter to 
show them off and consequently improve sales. It 
worked very well, particularly as we looked so much 
alike. The store gained many new customers though 
clever advertising featuring the "twin" model sales 
girls. I noted that another large store in despera- 
tion duplicated the entire procedure. 


Time has passed happily for us. Wisely we 
saved our money and both of us were able to complete 
college and obtain teaching certificates. This 
gives us our summers together which we devote to 
travel. The best thing of all is that we adore each 
other so very much. 


Dressing like this has long since become very 
natural and I find myself in love with all my dainty 
things and know that I will never change. It is a 
wonderful way to live and even more so since I am 
living with a most wonderful person. 


nS  ) 
PROBLEMS OF AN AGING TV 


I shave my bosom though I know 
That it will never ever show. 

The other day I had to cough-- 
And darn near cut a nipple off. 


CONNY 32-V-2 FPE 
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"LINGERING" 


Contributed by 
Gerda of Denmark 


NV 
"What takes you so long "Well a good dose of 
in there?" Castor Oil will fix 
"Constipation, Mother." you up then!" 
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Kabube 


Reprinted from the Oct. 1964 issue of National Geo- 
graphic Magazine, pps 483-485...in part: 


"I remember another entertainer in Tokyo, a 
great beauty named Tomoemon. Tomoemon is a star in 
the world-famous Kabuki-za Theater, and a symbol of 
feminine charm to thousands of Japanese admirers. 
Tt matters not at all that Tomoemon is a grown man 
and the father of two young sons. Men have been 
playing the roles of kabuki heroines for more than 
three centuries. A real woman on the kabuki stage 
would be altogether unthinkable. 


"The tradition grew up in the Tokugawa dynasty, 
centuries ago", Tomoemon told me in his dressing 
room as he changed for a scene. He sat gracefully 
on the tatami matting before a low mirror, retouch- 
ing the chalk-white pancake makeup that beautifies 
kabuki heroines and geisha. An attendant arranged 
the magnificently embroidered courtesan's robe that 
must have contained 20 yards of material. 


"In early kabuki, women played the female roles," 
Tomoemon continued. "But gradually the conduct of 
the actresses became improper. The shogun, or dic- 
tator, finally forbade women to take part in the 
performances. Kabuki was reorganized into serious 
drama, with men taking all the roles." 


I had heard that the profession of onnagata-- 
the actor who impersonates females--is a very proud 
one. Tomoemon told me that he was the seventh gene- 
ration in his family to bear the stage name Tomoemon. 


“Onnagata is a way of being as well as an art," 
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he explained, penciling thin lines over the white 
makeup to create a mask of tragedy. "One cannot 

only play the woman. One must be the woman, or else 
it is merely disguise. (How true:) "But we are 
fortunate today, we onnagata. We lead normal lives 

on the outside. Once upon a time, all onnagata were 
required to dress as women both inside and outside 

the theater. They even had to use the female entrances 
to public baths." 


Curtain time approached, and I had time for one 
question. With all of Tokyo's new wealth, I said, 
with the emphasis on change and progress, what would 
become of the old values? Would kabuki, for example, 
survive among a younger generation that seemed to 
care little for tradition and the past? A faint 
smile lit Tomoemon's stylized features. 


"Kabuki will survive," he answered quietly. 
“Like any great art, it is based on human truth. 
Truth appeals to all generations. Is it not the 
same with your Western art? Will Shakespeare not 
survive in the modern age?" 


RRAPRARAPRARARARARRRADAM, 
COPIES OF VIRGINIA'S TAPE FROM THE BURKE SHOW 


It is a little awkward to say this since it 
sounds too much like blowing my own horn but I know 
some will be interested so here goes. 


I have received a copy of the voice tape from 
my appearance on the Alan Burke show March 2nd. One 
of the girls out here in L.A. whose hobby is taping 
has expressed a willingness to make a copy of this 
tape for anyone who is interested. If you want one 
send a 5 inch reel of tape plus the return postage 
to me and I will get her to copy it for you and will 
return it. Her only stipulation is that you provide 
lubricated tape as the non-lubricated variety wears 
out the recording heads. Tape can be mailed at 4th 
Class rates so mark your package accordingly. 


® 


ARTICLE 


qe Galle FO 


by Lil ~ Calif. 


Part of the fun, and a tasty part indeed, of 
having both parts of the best of both of the poss- 
ible worlds (both man and woman) is the recovery of 
what "Shouldn't oughta be done!’ As a child you used 
to steal apples, thumb your nose at teach behind her 
back, dump a garbage can on Hallowe'en. That's the 
revolt that must happen in every child if he is, 
ever, to become an adult. And that same impulse to 
revolt, that same pleasure in revolt, must obtain 
in every adult if society isn't to stagnate. 


A lot of adult revolt comes out in highly un- 
pleasant ways...nagging at the spouse, hyper-criti- 
cizing the children, dragging the feet at work. It 
just doesn't pay, in terms of human comfort. 


I propose that his revolt comes out in there- 
peutic ways...in us as children and in us as adults.. 
in doing, probably, the "most revolting" thing pos- 
sible...with our present mores and folkways...play- 
ing, and working, at being the opposite gender. And 
offhand, I've never found anything in life more de- 
lightful than the opposite sex. 


We could, more acceptably, rob a bank, bash a 
citizen bloody, embezzle $50,000 from the Red Cross.. 
but, in my considered experience, there's much more 
pleasure in indulging the giddy revolt of feeling 
and seeing just how pretty I can be. I feel guilty, 
sure...but that's a tasty part of it, labeled as 
"shouldn'toughta be done", 
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I'm wondering, I am, how much diminishment there 
would be in my pleasure and comfort in being a girl, 
ad lib, if suddenly the folkways and mores should 
disappear in a puff...and I could, without censure, 
with happy public acceptance, be my feminine self 
in all facets of living, private, public, and per- 
sonal. I'm wondering. 


Paris Fashion Wigs 


FEATURING 
Sea) 


All 100% human hair wigs, wiglets, switches, 
pony-tails and falls - 


Service department for expert styling, cleaning 
coloring and repair - all work done by skilled 
specialists - 


Private fitting booths - 


TV's welcome - 


Call, write, or come in for consultation - 


104 E. Broadway 
Glendale, California 

opposite Security Bank 
Phone 241-5619 


gAeTiCLE 


Gloves - Which and When 


A woman with an innate sense of fashion knows 
that any costume, no matter how beautiful, needs 
interesting and appropriate accessories, Each 
accessory should make a fashion point. Its role 
may be to accent, to harmonize, to be bold on pur- 
pose, or to complete the picture in quiet good 
taste, 


What to wear with what, is the most important 
element in choosing accessories. How does this work 
in the case of gloves? 


What a glove is made of, the colour and the 
length of the glove, are the three most important 
points to consider, 


When to wear a glove with a very positive iden- 
tity (a shaggy surface--a brilliant colour) will be 
a matter for you and your mirtor. If your suit is 
shaggy, a smooth-surfaced glove will look better 
than more fuzz. If the fabric of the costume is a 
smooth matte-finish, shiny kidskin or satin may be 
exactly the highlight you need. 


If material is the fashion point, link it with 
occasion as well as the costume. Sueded leathers, 
cottons, nylons and thin kidskins look best with 
city clothes; heavier calfskin or textured leathers 
like pigskin are smartest in the country. With 
tweeds, the string glove looks well. For cocktail 
or evening parties, velvet, satin, silk, taffeta, 
cotton and nylon with sueded finish, doeskin and 
glace kid make their appearance. Textured fabrics 
have great fashion flair: ribbed jersey, brushed 
wool, corduroy, pique, hopsacking, knits. Cotton 
and nylon are popular with summer fashions. 
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There are no set rules. You must combine 
common sense and fashion sense every time. You 
wouldn't wear satin to the super-market! 


Like colour in shoes, colour in gloves is a 
matter of taste and trends. If it's a "purple" 
year, you may decide that your purple suits looks 
best with matching gloves. Or purple gloves may 
be the single note of purple in your wardrobe...to 
be worn as an accent with brown or blue or beige 
or grey. 


If you are conventional at heart, it should 
make you happy to know that black and white and 
beige are always in fashion and can be worn with 
any colour. The beige family is not only basic 
but versatile including a wide range of shades from 
sand, bone, chamois, tan to chocolate--and all the 
browns from mocha to mink. 


Accent colours are usually subtle off-shades 
in very bright versions: avocado or chartreuse or 
grass green, sharp lemon yellow, bright red, bright 
orange, shocking pink, turquoise blue, purple. 


Pastels (pale pink, blue, lavender, yellow, 
green) belong to summer weekends, garden parties, 
country club dances, weddings. 


Your over-all rule for colour is match--or 
contrast. If you are matching, you may use lighter 
or darker shades in the same colour family, such as 
paler or darker blues, reds, greens. You will never 
confuse hues: a red with blue in it is quite diff- 
erent from the red with yellow in it. You won't 
wear a brick-red glove with a wine-red suit! The 
rules for choosing an interesting contrast are like 
the texture story: a matter for your own critical 
eye and your own revealing mirror for an over-all 
effect, 
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--- DRESSES --- 


READY MADE and CUSTOM MADE 


FORMAL -- COCKTAIL -- STREET 


I am an understanding woman acquainted with 
the problems of TVs. Please feel free to call 
or drop in. I have my own private shop and 
fitting rooms and will make dresses to measure. 


FITTINGS BY PRIVATE APPOINTMENT AFTER 7 P.M. 


My charges are very reasonable. You CAN afford 


to have a dress made just for your femmeself. 
She'll love it and you'll be proud of her. 


Mention TRANSVESTIA or Virginia 
I will also be glad to make any necessary 


alterations on items in your present ward- 
robe. 


Whe 


As a service to those outside of the Los Ang- 
eles area I will be glad to do personal shop- 
ping for you. Please write me for details of 
this personal service. 


M. O'BRYAN DRESS SHOP 


538 N. La Cienega Los Angeles, 90048 
Phone (213) 657 8864 


Wilma (32-T-6) FPE 


Marilyn 


PARTICLE 


Dante, Panir. Race: 


by Terri (30-S-4) FPE 


Everywhere we look today we see women in pants. 
From stretch slacks to the harem pants of lounging 
outfits. It is becoming extremely evident that accept 
for formal occassions when skirts are absolutely nec- 
essary and in business, that women are foresaking 
their skirts for pants. The new short skirts have 
added stimulus to this change with many women who 
feel constantly harrassed wearing skirts. So as soon 
as possible into pants. Now the new pants suit has 
added fuel to the fire. 


As a TV who loves to wear skirts I look at the 
pants scene with mixed emotions. Soon I may be wear- 
ing pants as much as a woman as I do as a man! I am 
particularly becoming weakened to the idea of a pair 
of pants in a hostess outfit. But do the girls real- 
ize that pants forsake all of the traditional inher- 
ent advantages of being a female? 


First there is the loss of sex appeal. Tight 
pants are sexy but nowhere's like a tight skirt, 
nyloned legs and high heels. Men are attracted and 
stimulated by these items. Secondly there is the 
loss of the valued feminine guise of fragility. A 
female in pants can do anything a male in pants can 
do (practically speaking) so the male is less inclined 
to show her the little courtesies that a female in 
skirts enjoys. Thirdly, she loses the ability to be 
faultless in a male's eyes. A female in skirts may 
make mistakes but the male overlooks them so that he 
can look at ner legs. Wnen in pants the male has 
nothing to distract him. 


So as a prejudice TV, who doesn't want to give up 
her skirts, I say Women of America follow the TV men 
of America and stay in skirts! 


Announcement 


Two different types of problems have arizen 
with the last two issues which are going to require 
some changes. 1) I have always shown a month as well 
as a number on the outside cover of Transvestia. In 
February I made arrangements with a large magazine 
distributor in So. Calif. to spread TVia over some 
35 different newstands. After being out for about 
2 weeks a large number were returned. On checking 
as to why, the distributor noticed that the issues 
(N. 48) was marked Dec. 1967 and newstands just dont 
want old material. They had no way of knowing that 
that was the current issue. In their frequent sweeps 
through their stocks they simply pick up all past 
dated items and return them. From this experience 
I learned why magazines coming out in March are dat- 
ed June or even July. It makes them up to date long- 
er and prevents the newstand from returning them. 


2) Due to circumstances beyond my control i.e. 
problems at the printer, No. 49 was 5 weeks late in 
appearing. Understandably this ;worried scores of 
you and I was deluged with what I've come to call, 
"Where the hell is it?" letters. Since I find it al- 
most impossible to keep up with essential correspond- 
ence on top of everything else I was simply unable to 
reply to these and this worried you even more and I 
got a second crop of mail from some. I cant blame 
you but there was nothing I could do about it but 
wait the situation out. The minute the issue was a- 
vailable we worked till early morning getting it out. 


On top of these matters is the fact that what 
with my making lecture tours, sometimes taking a va- 
cation trip, being sick or other demands on my time I 
cannot always get the magazine put together and into 
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the hands of the printer on the 15th of the month 
prior to the supposed Ist. of the month printing. 
This means that it will be late from a couple of days 
to a couple of weeks. This in turn begins to make 
subscribers wonder if their subscriptions have run 
out, whether we got the order in the first place or 
whether shipment was lost in the mails or what. 


So, in view of these three factors I am making 
a small change. (1) The month will no longer appear 
on the outside front cover and on the spine though I 
will probably still put it on the contents page. (2) 
I will continue to publish on an approximately every 
other month basis but will not feel so harried by a 
first of the month deadline. I wiil just do it as 
it is possible for me to do it. As we get larger, and 
we are, (I increased the printing 50% with #49) the 
pressures of record keeping, mail and shipping mount 
and I'm tired of being under pressure all the time . 
3) S nce the date of appearance will therefore be 
somewhat more irregular than in the past there has to 
be some way for you to be assured that your order 
has been received and recorded. Therefore if YOU 
will put in with your order a small slip of paper 
saying, "Your order received and recorded on (date) 
AND a stamped, self addressed envelope I will be glad 
to acknowledge the receipt of the order and mail it 
back to you. This only applies to advance orders of 
course as others will be mailed to you in a few days. 
This way you will know that the only reason you have 
not gotten the order is that it is not yet available. 
It is simply impossible to write personal notes on 
these matters. If you want assurance of receipt and 
recordation this is the way to do it. 


When you subscribe for a year you will in effect 
be sub scribing for 6 issues spread over approximately 
12 months...it may be 10 or 13 but you will get your 
moneys worth in due course. Nobody has been able to 
accuse me of dishonesty yet and they will not be able 
to in the future but you will have to have patience 
and wait and trust me to get it to you. 
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I would like to suggest that those of you who 
want reading material more often than every other 
month order in between those back issues that you do 
not already have. Nos. 1,2,4,6,7,8,12,26 are out of 
print and there are not many 16s,17s and some others 
left. But there are sufficient of the others. Noth- 
ing in TVia is dated and the stories, articles and 
other material in Nos.3 and 5 (earliest issues still 
available) for example, are just as interesting and 
pertinent as the issue you are now reading. In add- 
ition to this many of the problems and interests of 
readers who have joined us in the last couple of years 
were discussed long ago in earlier issues. For ex- 
ample in Nos. 28,29,30 and 32 there is a series of 
four articles by Beatrice on "What to Wear" telling 
all about sizes, styles, suitahle types, colors and 
materials for various kinds of figures etc. Yet every 
now and then a new reader wants to know something a- 
bout these matters. It has all been done in the past 
and I cant very well fill new issues with rehashes 


of past material or the old time readers would have 
a justifiable gripe. So order the back issues wheth- 
er one at a time or in the 6 for $20 back issue deal. 


Along this same line: some awfully good material 
appeared in the FemmeMirror. There are still varios 
amounts of about 32 different issues in stock and at 
half the original price, namely 50¢ each in a mini- 
mum of six at a time you certainly cant beat it. Of 
course, for those who like scrap book materia there 
are also the back issues of the Clipsheet which can 
be had separately at the same price figure (same min- 
imum) of mixed as you wish with the Mirror so long 
as it is a $3 minimum order. 


So thats how it is. I hope you understand the 
necessity for these changes and will cooperate with 
them. Remember for advance orders only, if you want 
to know for sure that the order was received and re- 
corded send me a card in a stamped addressed envelope 
and I"11 return it to you. In fact you can always get 
quicker answers with such cards on any subject. 
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Charlene 


Charlotte - Colo. 


by Eloise (21-F-3) FPE 


Editor's Note: 


The following letter was sent by one of our 
girls to the Boston Public Library. It is reprint- 
ed here to show the enterprise of Eloise but also 
to serve as a model and suggestion to the rest of 
you to do the same. Don't just bemoan the lack of 
public information and understanding, do something 
about it. This is a simple way to start. Moreover, 
I'll pitch in with you....If any of you will send 
me a letter addressed to the librarian of a city, 
county or state library or that of a University, 
telling them that you are donating the book The 
TV and Wife to the library and will send me your 
check for $2 (half price) I will ship it to them 
and pay the postage (48¢) myself. This way we 
could get the information around. Isn't the help 
you've received worth $2 to help others? 


Head Librarian: 
Dear Sir or Madam: 


Happening to glance in the library card file 
under "T" I found a new heading, "Transvestism". I 
have looked for many years for this listing. The 
library is keeping in step with the times. All types 
of subjects are openly discussed now which in the past 
were not even mentioned. The book selection committ- 
ee , not being familiar with the subject could not be 
blamed for doing a mediocre job. They could not have 
selected two worse examples to illustrate the pract- 
ice. 


"A Year Among The Girls" is slanted and full of 
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personal attacks. The petty vindictiveness of the 
author vitiates what could have been an authoritative 
work, This leaves us with merely an account of the 
personal reactions of one man and no insight into the 
condition. 


The less said about the other book the better. 
"Mr, Madam", has nothing to do with Transvestism. 
It is the purported life story of a homosexual who 
used transvestic activity as a part of his "stock in 
trade", It is not even a good descr ption of homo- 
sexuality. M ost Homosexuals live quiet lives and 
do not go in for extreme behavior like this. There 
are many who live their lives indistinguishable from 
their neighbors. This book is a description of wild 
uncontrolled and near psychotic behavior, typifying 
only the way-out group. Much of it is fiction. 


Fiction is one thing. A book that is purported 
to be a true life story, but is in fact largely fic- 
ticious does not belong in an institution where people 
are seeikhing the truth. To put inferior works on the 
shelves, after so many years of ignoring the subject 
does an injustice both to the transvestites and to 
ahe library, in that doubts are raised as to the a- 
bility of the library to supply factual information. 


The truth is that the majority of male trans- 
vestites are hetero- not homo-sexual. Surveys have 
shown that the percentage who are married and have 
children is about the same as that of the general 
population. I myself have enjoyed dnessing in fem- 
inine clothing at intervals since childhood. I have 
never taken part in a homosexual act nor ever desired 
to. I simply am not inclined that way regardless of 
the type of clothing in which I am attired. I know 
many others who are similar. 


I belong to an organization which is working to 
bring enlightenment to the public on this subject. I 
enclose a pamphlet which discusses the subject with 
clarity which I hope you will find of value. 
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When the problem of transvestism comes up in a 
family the memvers search frantically for informatim . 
Doctors dont know much about it and neither does any= 
one else. Imagine the plight of a worried mother or 
wife who has found her son or husband dressed in her 
clothing. She comes to the library seeking informa- 
tion and finds "Mr.Madam"! After reading that and 
thinking that this describes her son or husband she 
is liable to commit suicide or do away with him. At 
the very least it could make a bad situation infinite- 
ly worse. May I suggest that the library make a pont 


of obtaining the book, "The Transvestite and His Wife". 


This book was written spécifically as a guide to the 
wife faced with this problem. It was published by 
Argyle Press in Los Angeles in 1967 but can also be 
obtained from the address given on the enclosed pam- 
phlet. 


You would serve the public better either by re- 
moving "Mr. Madam" from your shelves or at the very 
least file iit under something other than "Transvest- 
ism" as it does not deal with that subject at all. 
The library has the obligation to provide information 
to people concerned with this problem which will 
help enable them to deal with it. I hope you will do 
your plain duty of getting a book that will help and 
removing or relisting one which can do irreparable 
harm. 

Yours sincerely 


"T'11 be glad when he 
gets operated on. 
He's the last one in 
the office" 


Dublie Relations is 


by Virginia 


My appearance on the Alan Burke show in N.Y. 
March 2 was a big success in more ways than one. 
Susanna has given a listeners opinion in her column 
so I wont dwell on that. But the other form of suc- 
cess was in the mail response. There have been well 
over 100 letters of inquiry for the leaflet, price 
list etc. mentioning the fact that they had heard the 
program. Interestingly enough a fair number of the 
letters were from GGs of one kind or another at least 
one from a woman who indicated a willingness to learn 
because of a "relative" and perhaps understanding 
might result and bring a measure of happiness where 
there had been none for years. I take this "relative" 
to be son or husband and if happiness can result from 
this introduction to the subject it will be wonderful. 


As I indicated in #49 I will be making another 
trip in May and while other stops may develop between 
the time of writing this and my departure the appear- 
ances already arranged are as follows: 

5 Fly to Washington D.C, 

6 Washington D.C. "Here's Barbara Show". 

7-8 In Washington sight seeing and??? 

9 Fly to Cleveland meet group that night 

10 Do Alan Douglas Radio and TV show 

11 Fly to Chicago to do Kup's Show on WBKB 

and Marty Faye's show on WCLU 

12 In Chicago, probably meet with some FPEs 

13 Fly to Boston 

14 Seminar on Transsexuality at Amer. Psych. Con- 

vention. Show on WBZ one day this week. Meet 

with N. Eng. chapter this week 

18 or 19 Fly New York 

20 Barry Farber show WOR New York 
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May 21 to May 30 as yet uncommitted. Other N.Y. 
shows like Barry Grey, Long John Nebel have 
shown interest but are uncommitted. Baltimore 
Philly, and Pittsburg have stations affiliated 
with WBZ in Boston in the Westinghouse network 
and they are being contacted with hopes of do- 
ing something. Have asked members in Atlanta, 
Miami, Palm Beach, Dallas to try to dig some- 
thing up to fill this period. 

May 30 Fly to Chicago 

May 31 The Jerry Williams show in Chicago on 

WBBM-TV 

June 1 Meet with the Chicago chapter FPE 

June 2 and after, vist with Fran in Wisc. on 

on to Minneapolis if WCCO-TV responds. 


So there are 6 appearances definitely scheduled 
and several more "in the works". The response both 
individually and educationally of these appearances 
is generally great and spreads our story widely. [I 
may well be not the only one who CAN do this, but so 
far with the exception of Ann 10-M-2's appearance in 
Washington TV a year ago am the only one who IS doing 
it. It is fun and all that traveling around, but it 
takes a lot of time from other responsibilities I 
have as well as a lot of money. I am simply not in 
a position to stand this sort of cost personally. I 
am getting $100 toward the trip from the Cleveland 
show but the other shows generally dont pay. So as 
I asked you in #49, if you are able and if you appre- 
ciate "being found" yourself and knowing that you 
aren't alone, please help me to find others by this 
means. Send me a few bucks toward this cause. It 
will be acknowledged and trip expenses will be ac- 
counted for and sent to each person contributing. 
I'm not trying to make money for me, but to carry 
the work further to more people and radio and TV is 
the best way to do it. Since most of you are not in 
a position to do more active things for the cause I 
would appreciate your assisting me to do it for you 
in this way. 


@ 


Charlotte Joyce - Calif. 


Ruth (9-C-1) FPE 


Angelica - Denmark 
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Cartoonists are not only attuned to the funny 
side of life but also to its ridiculous and off beat 
aspects. Thus a number of cartoons reproduced in the 
following pages are based on the ever more obvious 
movement from the extreme polarization of masculine 
and feminine, clothing, hairdos and accessories to- 
ward the center position of being more and more a- 
like. Cartoonists generally being of the older gen- 
eration see this movement as ridiculous and comical 
rather than a manifestation of a social movement a- 
way from the fixed, structured and compartmented 
living of previous years. It is part of the protest 
of the young against all manner of false, unneces- 
sary, hypocritical and divisive attitudes and pat- 
terns that afflict our culture. Since the older 
generation always seeks to maintain that to which 
it is accustomed holding up to ridicule is one means 
of attempting a "put down" of the younger generation. 
Of course it wont succeed--it never does--the young- 
er generation always goes its own way--even as you 
and I. 


Other cartoons depict that curiosity which an- 
thropologists detect even in primitive cultures 
about the sexual-genderal aspects of the other sex. 
Most cartoonists being male, their curiosity is 
aimed at the females. Thus many cartoons place a 
male in a more or less female-feminine situation 
with appropriate caption. This expresses not only 
the cartoonists curiosity but also appeals to a lar- 
ge proportion of his readers as they too share this 
inherant curiosity. 


Reproduction of these cartoons in TVia is not 
intended as a plagiarism of others work but rather 
‘as a commentary on our times. As the sources are 
not known there is no way of giving credit. 
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“Well, son, you've the man of the house now.” 


ror nosven } sakes: Feed, webs PLD IML Seen arenes 
to :ft-hand drawer—remember: 


changed 
z1% 
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“Oh, no! The old man really got out on the wrong 
side of the bed this time!” 


“You're wearing the WRONG HAIRPIECE AGAIN!” 
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“I'm keeping my hair short. | don’t wanta be taken for 


a boy! 


NES “Mom, | can’t decide whether | wanta be 


& boy ore 


girl today.” 


w 
“You're right, Dad! She says she’s a BOY!” 


“No sweetie, this is your Aunt Alice. Your Uncle 
Bill is out parking his car.” 


"I am the King- 
Wait Till You See Our Queen!" 


“IT'S ALL RIGHT, OFFICER, I'M 
C.I.A. AGENT 1OI-MALE_ IN 
Diseuise...¥ 


“I’d love to introduce you to my daughter, Martin. How- 
ever, that happens to be my. son!” 


“| guess my mother doesn’t werry 


“Well, if you’re asking me, I think it makes you 
about me going out with =" look kind of effeminate.” 


“We call ourselves the Fortuna Brothers, but 
actually one of us is a Fortuna sister.” 
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“The bride was given away by her father 
wearing a white satin gown with long train 
and a pearl-studded crown.” 


“Dear, if you’ hi 
Epos ecing jopping wearing the only pair of 
new 


I come along in this lovel: 
thing of yours? 2 


"But His Politics 
Are Unimpeachable: 


“Permission to get the women 
and chikdren into the lifeboats, Cap'n?” 
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“Don we now our gay apparel... .’” 


Jrese vere reve severeriseseserer 


“now that it’s gone this far | don’t have the 
heart to tell them that this Mile LeBlanc 
they're dueling over is really Antoine Bea- 
champ the transvestite...” 


You've Got To Try Harder!" 
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Mansbridge Daily Sketch 
“When are you going to be a man, 
like your mother?” 


“What's a transvestite, mom?” 


HISTORY 


7U Chemist 


by Barbara (7-H-2) FPE 


As I reflect on my life I marvel that I am a TV. 
I marvel that in all the years I spent in ignorance; 
not knowing what name to apply to the strange one I 
knew myself to be; that I did not stray from the con- 
cept of Transvestism. 


For years I felt ashamed, plagued and bedeviled 
by urges which I felt could only be ignoble. But 
yet my guilt was not genuine, for I did not hate this 
feminine creature for her love of fashion, art, color, 
and delicacy, even though it embarrassed me on occa- 
sion. 


How to reconcile this woman-like creature with 
the warrior-scientist, physically powerful male? 


A lamp was lighted. The light of understanding 
whose source lay west of the Rockies reached out to 
me. I would be different had it not. Thank God it 
did. When I stopped supressing her and accepted her 
as an equal partner in my life, I found she carried 
her share of the lead and on eccasion, contributes 
to my over all well being. 


If you had asked me ten or fifteen years ago 
what TVism does for me I would have replied nothing, 
it is a curse of the Devil. Today it adds to my 
life and I have learned to love it and my fellow 
human beings that much more. 


How can it possibly help a chemist? Well let 


me tell you and perhaps you will find that you have 
been missing something that you can readily take 


advantage of. 
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Primarily Transvestism provides an outlet for 
me that is completely alien to my every day surround- 
ings. The muted femminity of my bed and bath are in 
relative contrast to the harshness of heavy industry. 
The soothing influence of a perfumed bath, a soft 
nightie and a silken robe coupled with a good book 
conditions me for another grueling day in the pres- 
sure ridden atmosphere of a busy lab. 


Transvestism provides one with an all consuming 
interest in fashion, cosmetics, and beauty aids in 
general. This excites my professional interest in 
the chemistry involved and leads to collateral read- 
ing. Since chemistry is such an all embracing field 
this frequently leads to thought patterns which over- 
lap into my particular field of interest. 


Chemically speaking we are an oddity since we 
are comprised primarily of a male body and an assort- 
ment of natural and miracle fibers, elastomers, dye- 
stuffs, pigments, plastics and metals of various 
types which when properly assembled resemble a lovely 
(we hope) woman. 


A secondary bonus is provided when as I sit at 
my desk with one of those vexing problems that crop 
up now and then. Sometimes my mind goes blank and 
my thought processes stagnate. Then the firm in- 
sistance of my girdle invades my thoughts and Barbara 
takes over for a flight of fancy. Sometimes I go 
shopping mentally or to a beauty parlor, but when I 
return I feel refreshed and ready for a new try at 
the old problem. 


Thirdly, Transvestism has awakened in me a de- 
sire to mother the whole human race. A desire to be 
more tolerant and understanding and to extend com- 
passion to all with whom I associate. 


So you see Transvestism is no longer a burden 
or a curse, in truth it never was. It has been the 
awakening of a facet of my personality that I honestly 
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like --- in the dark or in the full light of day. 


When I look in my mirror and see a person clean 
and neat and all in pink loveliness I think how hard 
I tried to kill her and I ask "Why? Why?" she rep- 
resents cleanliness, grace, beauty, warmth, love and 
compassion. She is civilized, orderly and conscious 
of social graces. She has never taken life, she 
seeks only to nurture it. She does not devote her 
time and skill to developing more efficient ways of 
exterminating her fellow man and yet she must be 
hidden lest by showing these characteristics to the 
world she bring disgrace and ridicule upon her loved 
ones. 


But the very fact that she exists is a triumph 
of the spirit and she exists not as a separate entity 
but rightfully as part of the whole. 


BARBARA 


--- LA FEMME FACIAL SALON --- 


ELECTROLYSIS ooo FACIALS ooo MAKEUP CONSULTANT 


You owe it to your Femmeself 
to let her look her lovliest. 


I am well acquainted with TVs. I know their 
special problems and I can help you with yours. 


Privacy and Understanding Assured 
My Salon is in my own home. 


Please call for information or an appointment 


LOLA de BORSODY 
350 E. 77th St. UN 1-6208 New York, N.Y. 


* 


KEKERKEREEREREKREREREREREKREKRERE KEE KEKE REREKREKKEKEKEIK 


IF YOUR BOYSELF WEARS GLASSES 

YOUR GIRLSELF NEEDS THEM TOO, 
GIVE HER THE CONSIDERATION A LADY DESERVES 
GET HER A PAIR OF BEAUTIFUL FEMININE GLASSES. 


We offer complete optical service 
at reasonable prices. Over 300 styles, 


CALL FOR AN APPOINTMENT 


ASK FOR ELLIOTT AND SAY THAT YOU ARE A 
FRIEND OF VIRGINIA, 


We have private fitting rooms and are 
understanding of the needs of TVs. 
No embarassment or complocations. 


D.N. Morley - Regal Opticians 
2026 West 6th St. 
Los Angeles, Calif. 
HUbbard 3-3950 


Courtesy Parking 4 doors east at Union Station 
KKRAKKKKRRERER ERE RER REE R ER ER EKER EKER EERE ERE RRR 


KKK HAKKAR KI KK KEIR KIKI KEK IKE RIK ERIK IIASA IK IRIS IA IIIA AISI IIIS IIASA SI AER 
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Susanna Say: ’ 


Hi, everybody: 


Eastern TV's are still talk- 
ing about Virginia's televised 
interview on the Al Burke show. 
It was a most refreshing breeze 
aimed at the hot and sticky 
weather of public opinion. Even 
those TV's who are usually quick 
to disagree with Virginia could 
not find much to complain about. 
She did not make a fool of her- 
self...she looked and behaved "real" under the piti- 
less glare of the Television cameras...and above all 
she stole the show from Burke who has the reputation 
of being one of the toughest, most merciless hosts on 
the television screen...Virginia had all the answers 
...she parried...counter-attacked...and kept the dia- 
logue on her grounds all the way. If one did not 
agree with everything that Virginia said it would be 
pretty difficult to suggest a better presentation of 
"our" subject to an audience which can be conserva- 
tively estimated in many, many thousands. As Dr. 
Benjamin remarked "it was a very nice public rela- 
tions job", The TV image emerged in a most pala- 
table guise totally devoid of all the usual "sick" 
connotations. 


The lesson I would like to draw from Virginia's 
top-notch presentation (as far as the rest of us 
goes) is the imperative need to learn to talk. There 
are many TV's who are so incoherent about putting 
forth a good argument that they couldn't talk a cat 
into catching a mouse. I've said this before, but 
it needs to be repeated: TV's should learn to be 
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good defense lawyers, not only from a crusading stand- 
point, but for their own protection when confronted 
with an irate wife, a surprised child, or a shocked 
friend. 


Burke tried to trap Virginia quite a few times, 
but Virginia neatly fielded his thrusts. The only 
time when Burke nearly scored (not quite) was when 
the subject of TV's taking female hormones was brought 
up. Burke was obviously trying to have Virginia ad- 
mit that any TV who tries hormones is actually say- 
ing he wished he were a woman in body as well as in 
soul, and that this could very well be the doorway 
into transsexualism. Virginia spoke very bluntly: 
"If I'd had $5,000 when the Christine Jorgenson story 
made the headlines I would have hurried to Copen- 
haguen. Fortunately I didn't have the $5,000 and 
so I stayed here, and had time to think. Today I 
wouldn't have the operation for love or money.''--- 
Such a statement marks the boundary between the TV 
and the IS. The IV rejects the thought of surgery. 


He enjoys living the two sides of the human coin. 
The TS hates the masculine side and is willing to 
do anything to get out of the male role thrust upon 
him by nature. 


Let us notice however that Virginia underscored 
the fact that she had time to think about the entire 
question. And here I think we find a very vital part 
of the matter. To think about something implies be- 
ing in possession of sufficient data so that our con- 
clusions may be meaningful. If we think in ignorance, 
we just don't get anywhere. We need information in 
order to think about ourselves. Have you noticed 
that most TV's relate the very same experience: 

“When I first realized I wanted to wear girls' clothes 
I thought I was some sort of a freak, or perhaps a 
latent "queer", I was upset and scared." Now, if a 
TV can harbor such thoughts about himself because of 
insufficient data, it is not at ali surprising that 
society in general harbors the very same thoughts 
about a TV since society is forced to think about us 
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without having sufficient data. 


And how do we go about gathering information? 
Those of us who have been lucky to meet many TV's 
and TS's have been able to gather information, make 
comparisons and learn a great deal about ourselves. 
We are in possession of enough data so that we can 
say: I'ma TV and not a TS. But, let us stop and 
consider that there are many TV's who have not been 
so lucky and therefore they do not really know wheth- 
er they are TV's or TS's. I dare say that there are 
some TV's who are really TS's and they do not know 
it, just as there are some who think they are TS's 
when they are really TV's. The problem is then a 
matter of self-knowledge. I realize some of you may 
reject my assuption. You may say: "Come on, Susanna, 
how can one be a TS and not know it, isn't it pretty 
obvious?" The trouble is that it isn't as obvious 
as one may imagine, at least in some cases. I have 
known TV's, convinced that they were extremely fond 
of cross-dressing and nothing else, who, over a per- 
iod of time, experienced emotional changes which led 
them to a TS level. The answer here could perhaps 
be found in the fact that they had been TS's all a- 
long but didn't know it. That is, the TS drive was 
dormant, repressed, or just budding...and it took 
a certain amount of time in TV experiences for the 
TS urge to appear. 


Some schools of thought contend that basically 
the TV is very fond of his male sex and extracts a 
great deal of pleasure from it, while the TS actu- 
ally hates his male sex organs and can't wait to get 
rid of them. These diametrically oppossed attitudes 
are suppossed to underscore the main difference be- 
tween a TV and a TS. But, there are those who be- 
lieve that there is not much distance separating 
love from hate and that it is not too difficult to 
learn to hate that which we love. Anyway, these are 
all theories and it is not my purpose to prove or 
to disprove them. All I know is that I've known 
about a dozen TS's who have had the operation. I 
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met them all before the sex change, and some of them, 
at first, did not know they were TS's,...they only 
knew that they enjoyed dressing and would feel much 
happier as girls than in their male role. As they 
multiplied their TV hours they became convinced that 
this was the way they would like to spend their en- 
tire life and the heck with the trousers and neck- 
ties! Their main concern was the problem of the law 
and of society. How would they go about earning a 
living dressed as girls? Could they have a satis- 
factory social life, or family life?....And then 
there was the matter of physical appearance. After 
massive doses of hormones would they still retain 
certain male characteristics that would make them 
look odd, freakish? So they took the big step. 


Dr. Benjamin writes in his fabulous study: "The 
Transsexual Phenomenon" that he does not know of a 
single one of the TS's operated on who regrets what 
was done. Far be it from me to dispute this state- 
ment. I admire Dr. Benjamin too much for that. But 
the germ of a doubt gnaws inside me. If I were a TS 
- I say to myself -- and had had the operation, would 
I be willing to admit to any living soul that I re- 
gretted my decision, if I really did regret it? True 
every sdngle TS I've talked to after the operation 
tells me she feels on top of the world, what a re- 
lief! What a sense of freedom: Ofi being one'sself 
at last: And still, my doubts remain. I cannot 
quite accept such a dazzling scene of happiness when 
I observe a human being who is still secretly con- 
cerned with the size of her hands for instance. 
Hormones and operation notwithstanding, big hands 
will always remain big hands...thick necks will al- 
ways remain thick necks...six-foot and over in height 
is not shrunk by hormones...even the voice is not 
quite what it should be...and so on...Moreover, I've 
seen TS's who earned an excellent income before the 
operation. Today, they have to be satisfied with 
half a salary or even less in jobs which are a far 
ery from the activity they were most proficient at... 
Some have found that their newly acquired sex has 
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monetary value and it becomes a source of income... 
to me that is a step down the moral scale and cannot 
possibly be a source of true happiness...My question: 
what happens when they grow old? Hmmmm? 


Another gnawing doubt: this brand new girl re- 
turns to a world of GG's who can outclass her, outdo 
her and outgirl her in all departments of life. The 
competition that the TS finds in all GG's is -- to 
me -- almost overwhelming. They are girls without 
childhood, without a past as little girls, as teen- 
age girls, as adolescent girls. In other words they 
are girls who must face the world with the terrific 
handicap of a lack of those formative years in which 
the GG learns to be a woman, a wife, a lady. -I can 
well understand the exhilaration and joy that they 
must feel right after the operation. How those first 
few months must be full of wonder, adventure and de- 
light, but my suspicious nature leads me to conject- 
ure that that exhilaration must pale and that happi- 
ness must tend to dim when the full impact of the 
new reality and its projections towards the future 
begin to be assimilated by our synthetic girl. Very 
few of the TS's I know have learned to move and ges- 
ture with that suppleness that is exclusively female. 
You can still see the stiffness of their bodies on 
the dance floor, even walking. And a few of them 
are still fighting the eternal beard problem which 
does not go away with the hormones. 


I have been terribly negative up to this point. 
I tend to see faults rather than accomplishments. 
But I maintain that one must be a super-realist when 
one is a TS, or simply a TV. More realistic than 
most human beings. And I am afraid that most TS's 
do not exhibit enough realism before they take the 
final step. They do not analyze with meticulous 
care all the facets of their problem. So much so 
that there is one TS that I know who had the oper- 
ation and today is earning a living as a man! She 
continues to dress in masculine attire because she 
found out that she could not stand the small income 
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she was offered as a girl. She makes twice as much 
as aman. She gets into dresses when she gets home 
at night and week-ends: (TV's take note!) 


But let me try to be impartial. Perhaps act- 
ually being a girl (though a synthetic one) more 
than compensates for all of the shortcomings L've 
mention. Perhaps life -- difficult though it may 
be now -- was worse before. Perhaps the frantic 
craving that permeated their entire existence--now 
gone -- has been replaced by a certain peace and 
serenity which an outsider cannot properly evaluate. 
Perhaps the liberated personality finds in her newly 
found freedom a reward that more than makes up for 
the tortures of the transition. Perhaps...perhaps... 


But my biggest concern has to do with the TV 
who thinks he is a TS without actually being one. 
He has literally talked himself into thinking that 
he is a TS. The joys of dressing are so sweet that 
they tend to distort reality in the TV's mind. He 
finds himself surrounded by a scented mist which dims 
his vision, distorts his perspective, blocks his 
reasoning powers. He reads about TS's. He may even 
meet some of them, And he proceeds to create a 
gigantic day-dream, a monster mirage in which he 
thinks he'll find solution to all his TV problems. 
Usually such a TV has pushed his TVism too far. He 
has allowed it to erode his job, his working capa- 
bilities, the equilibrium of his home life, his 
sense of values. He may have already lost the love 
of his wife--and in this state of depression, he 
actually invents a TS escape route. If I cease to 
be myself --he says-- If I actually die and become 
someone else in the form of a girl -- all my prob- 
lems will disappear. The new girl cannot possibly 
be held responsible for my failures. It is a way 
to start afresh...to transmigrate while still alive. 
This TV is not a TS. He has just found a deathless 
way to commit suicide. 


Of course I will not dispute the fact that there 
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may be some TV's who are actually borderline cases, 
incipient TS's. They frankly admit that if circum- 
stances were such and such (age - lack of family 
responsibilities - appropriate physical character- 
istics -- financial affluence) they would seriously 
consider living the rest of their lives as girls. 
They confess being quite disgusted with their lives 
as men and would have preferred to have been born 
GG's. The TS thrust is there, but it is held back, 
repressed, crushed under the realities of life -and 
is held only as a pleasant day-dream, as a wish that 
cannot ever be fulfilled. Such TV's usually manage 
to survive quite satisfactorily. They immerse them- 
selves in various activities (aside from their TV 
life) and they do find enough pleasures in their 
everyday existence to counter-balance the impossible 
dream. 


The important thing is to know oneself and to 
learn that TVism far from being a handicap can, and 
should, be turned into an asset in our lives. I am 


not saying that it is an easy task to tame the "girl 
within" but I do say that she can be turned into a 
wonderful ally to help us live a happier and richer 
life. 


Love to all from 


SUSANNA 
PPD DDI LI AP ADAP LPP OPP PLO 


FPE - North Europe 


Our readers in Europe will be pleased to know 
that an FPE organization exists in Europe too. Its 
headquarters are in Sweden and TVs in the various 
European countries are invited to make contact with 
it. If you read Swedish you'll be interested to know 
that it publishes its own magazine too. It is called 
"Quinno - Spegeln" which I’m told means "Femme Mirror" 
For further information write to 

PHI PL EPSILON Box 4041 Norrkoping 4, Sweden 
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The advertisers below are all competant, all know a- 
bout TVs and all have private facilities. Call the 
One nearest you and mention TVia or Virginia. 


GEORGE FOX R.E. 


BE HAIR FREE:: 
Unwanted Hair Removed Permanently 
by the Dual Blend Method 
Complete Privacy 
AAA ELECTROLOGY SALON 
2676 E Gage Ave Huntington Park, Calif. 
Phone (213) 583 0448 


MARTHA PRINCE R.E. 


Member Calif. Electrologists Association 
Combination Blend Electrolysis-Thermolysis 
With Air Flow for Greater Comfort 
Beard and Body Hair Removed at Special Rates 
Consultations Free - All Contacts Confidential 
5225 Wilshire Blvd. Los Angeles, Calif. 90036 
Phone 939 7616 


RONNIE SAMUELSON R.E. 


Permanent Hair Removal-Beard, Body, Eyebrows 
Special rates for Beard removal 
Electro Blend Method 
6238 W. Manchester Blvd. Los Angeles, Calif.90045 
In Westchester Prof. Bldg. Next to Cannon's Pharmacy 
Phone 670-8608 for Free Consultation Apt. 


OLGA CROWLEY R.E. 


Day and Evening by appointment. All work done 
in my home. Privacy and confidance assured. 
TVs welcome. 

14940 Sandalwood Lane Chino, Calif. 
The Glenmead Area ------ Carbon Canyon 
714 627-1037 
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dd. by Subracton 


by Virginia (5-P-1) FPE 


You Cant 7A 


This may seem like an odd 
title but it will become clearer 
later on. Susanna and I agreed 
to devote both of our columns 
this month to the problem of 
transsexuality vs. transvestism. 
She cleverly used my comments on 
the Allen Burke show to lead in- 
to the subject. And in passing 
I must give her my thanks for 
her kind words about my appear- 
ance on the show. Judging by 
the mail received it was well worth it as many new 
TVs crawled out of the closet to write for further 
information. 


But to get to the subject of transsexuality - I 
have felt for sometime that an editorial devoted to 
this subject was in order, but other things kept 
taking precedence. Now that it is becoming somewhat 
easier to accomplish the surgery (New York, Baltimore, 
Los Angeles, Tia Juana to mention a few besides Casa- 
blanca) more customers turn up. At least half a doz- 
en former readers of TVia that I can think of right 
off hand have already had the surgery and several 
others are awaiting their turn. While it makes me 
happy that more members of themedical profession are 
rising above their Victorian bigotry regarding such 
surgery, the number of persons asking for and achiev- 
ing it does not make me happy. 


When I say "make me happy", I'm not referring 
to rejoicing but to my feeling of concern. I am 
disturbed - might be a better way to phrase it. Let 
me make it clear right here, however, that 1) I know 
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full well that there are many persons whom I would 
describe as "true" transexuals and 2) that I am all 
in favor of such persons finding surgeons who are 
able and willing to relieve them of their lifes bur- 
den through surgery. But you may have noticed that 
I referred to "true'' transsexuals and you ask what 
are they? So, as in all good discussions, let us 
start with a definition of terms. I would define a 
transsexual (male type) as being one who felt inade- 
quate, inappropriate, inefficient, and uncomfortable 
in the masculine role and who was also inadequate and 
unhappy in the male role. Such a person believes 
that in the female sex he will find release from 
these negative feelings and in the feminine gender 
will be able to be an efficient, comfortable, happy 
and effective member of society. 


Note that I distinguish between female sex and 
feminine gender. I believe that the true transsex- 
ual must have a distaste for or an inability in both 
the sex and gender roles simultaneously to qualify 
as such. The TV can feel more at ease in the femin- 
ine gender without having to give up his maleness to 
do it. Now inherant in this sort of definition is 
the dissatisfaction with the role of the so called 
active or aggressive partner in sexual activity.... 
that of being the "insertor", as it has been called. 
This implies an unfulfilled yearning to be the "in- 
sertee" or the recipient in the sexual act. To put 
it bluntly a true TS must have a conscious or un- 
conscious wish to receive a male penis. 


Some readers will say to themselves that this is 
the same as saying that TSs are just homosexuals with 
surgery. No, not as a general thing, they are not 
but some who have made the change were just homo- 
sexual penis-receivers before surgery and the only 
difference after surgery is that they can now do it 
in front and with a straight male without fear of 
contradiction as to their femaleness. No, as I see 
it a transvestite is a male who finds extra pleasure 
and comfort in the gender aspect of the female-fem- 
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inine unity, and a homosexual is a male who finds 
extra pleasure and satisfaction in the sexual aspect 
of the unity...that is as a receiver under some con- 
ditions. One can't make precise rules concerning 
homosexual behaviour, much as the general folklore 
would lead one to believe. Certainly the drag queen 
represents only a small percentage of the homophile 
community so that the pseudo gender role of the queen 
is not representative nor, for that matter, is it 
genuine. By and large the drag queen, regardless of 
how beautifully he may makeup or how gorgeous his 
dress, does not feel feminine nor project it as far 
as personality goes. So that for all the appearance 
the queen is not really portraying the gender. How- 
ever, he does wish to serve other males and usually 
does so in the recipient role. 


Thus we have the TV male borrowing the feminine 
gender role and attributes and leaving behind the 
sexual, i.e. the female receptivity; and the homo- 
sexual adopting the female sexuality and leaving be- 
hind true feminine gender qualities (swishiness in a 
male is not femininity but effeminacy, quite a diff- 
erent thing). The TS on the other hand borrows them 
both at the same time. So much for my position on 
the three patterns. Others do not agree with this 
I am quite aware. It will be obvious from my defini- 
tion of a true TS that one who has married, and fath- 
ered a child is practically excluded. This is be- 
cause the ability to father a child has proven 1) 
that he was aroused by a female to the point of 
erection and 2) that he was able to maintain it well 
enough to achieve intravaginal orgasm. In other 
words all of his neurological circuits involving 
sexual "instincts" and attraction to the female were 
functional so that he could not be said to be in- 
adequate and ineffective as a male. 


The reply to this by various competant author- 
ities is that such persons say that they were able 
to accomplish the act by "imagining" that they were 
the female and that the woman was a man. Sorry, no 
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dice: I can't possibly buy this regardless of the 
authority of the person making the assertion. Erec- 
tion is a physiological phenomenon over which a man 
has little positive conscious control. He can think 
erotic things and perhaps it will occur, but he can 
never be sure, much less control it. Moreover, the 
sexual mechanisms are quite primitive in the line of 
evolutionary development and are largely carried out 
by nerve pathways in the "old" or hind brain just as 
in lower animals. The newer or more Human part of 
the brain, the cerebrum, contributes a lot of modify- 
ing influences to the total sexual process, but it 
does not originate or mediate the instinctual patterns. 
Thus it is easy to see that one whose neurological 
maleness was impaired or modified in some way would 
be inadequate as a functioning male and would feel 
uncomfortable and ineffective. But it is nearly im- 
possible for me to believe that these more or less 
automatic responses set off by the sight and closeness 
of a sexually responsive female could take place if 
the individual was telling himself that he was really 
a female and the woman was a man. The whole male 
sexual reflex is so easily inhibited--erection is so 
easily destroyed or rendered impossible--that such 

an imagining would surely be highly inhibitory. 


Well what of it, where does this lead us? It 
leads precisely to the statement that there are a lot 
of persons who state that they want surgery and who 
because of this statement consider themselves and 
are assumed to be transsexuals and therefore entitled 
to and justified in receiving it. I am afraid that 
I must take a strongly opposing position. There are 
two types of persons requesting surgery who should 
not be given it because they are not really trans- 
sexuals and will not solve their problems by going 
that route. First there are misguided homosexuals 
of the drag queen variety who seek it as a means of 
making more effective liasons with males. Such per- 
sons achieve the sex via surgery and acquire the 
gender as a by product...a matter of necessity and 
practicality for the accomplishment of their ends. 
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Secondly there are the misguided TVs who seek surgery 
with the idea that this will be the pinnacle of suc- 
cess, the graduation, the diploma, the ultimate pro- 
motion in their transvestic lives. They have in eff- 
ect utilized the destruction of their maleness as a 
final effort to justify and guarantee their right to 
be "women". That is they acquire the sex as a by 
product of their fight for their right to the gender. 
The price is too great. Susanna's phrase, "'a death- 
less way to commit suicide" is so appropriate and 
true. 


There are many of these operation-seeking TVs 
who have various other psychological hangups in life, 
they may be shy, introverted, unable to relate to 
people and be part of the ongoing scene. They may 
feel intellectually, educationally or socially in- 
ferior or in other ways just "not quite with it". 
Because their lives as men are not entirely satis- 
factory and because they are TVs on top of it, they 
gradually come to the conclusion that everything 
would be rosy if they could just get rid of that 
penis which becomes the symbol of all their neurotic 
hangups. It is as tho they regarded the penis (and 
testicles of course) as some sort of causes for their 
life condition and a barrier to achieving the stress- 
free life that they feel they could have and are en- 
titled to. Thus the idea grows on them that to be 
rid of that barrier they would wake up.in a land of 
milk and honey, without stresses and problems. Oh 
they will verbally acknowledge that "women have their 
problems too'' but you don't feel that they really 
think these problems will become their problems too. 


So this is the reason for the title, "You can't 
add by subtraction", meaning that you can't add peace, 
joy, beauty, a carefree existance without problems, 
etc. to your life by subtraction of part of yourself 
namely your maleness. The elimination of the penis 
will not automatically insure all these things for 
you. I have talked at length to a lot of persons 
who seek surgery and find one thing in common about 
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them - you can't really talk to them. That is you 
can't reach into their real selves. Their minds are 
so made up that the most persuasive logic falls on 
deaf ears, enumeration of problems and complications 
is a waste of breath. They are beyond reach. All 
thinking and rationalization and planning is aimed 
at achieving surgery with a bland if child-like cer- 
tainty that all present problems will automatically 
disappear. Wishful thinking and divorce from some 
of the aspects of reality is characteristic. The 
same self-protective rationalizations that prevent 
the operated individual from admitting that perhaps 
it was a mistake, as Susanna points out, work to 
protect him in the pre-operative state from possibly 
being talked out of it beforehand. It is self de- 
lusion to begin with and continues the same way after 
surgery. 


I can just hear the screams of anguished irrita- 
tion from some readers now. But one only screams 
when one is hurt and when the truth hurts, is when 
someone gets to ones inner true self with the truth. 
It does hurt and it brings forth screams. "Just who 
the hell does Virginia think she is putting us down 
in this high handed way? Does she think she knows 
everything about everybody?" Of course I don't, but 
I've done an awful lot of observing, talking to peo- 
ple and thinking about this whole field and I am 
convinced firmly that only about 20% of those people 
asking for surgery are really TSs and should have it. 
The rest have been led by circumstances, wishful 
thinking and desperation down a lonely path towards 
a mirage that seems to offer fulfillment but actual- 
ly only provides a whole new bag of problems unimag- 
ined from this side. Susanna's observations about 
not having had a girlhood and a growing into the role 
and a total feeling and about being “outgirled" by 
the GGs is so true. 


What then is the answer? If you can't add by 
subtracting what can you do? Well it's not so diffi- 
cult...you "add by adding". That is you start with 
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what you have and add to it, giving an ever increas- 
ing, ever broadening (no pun intended) view and ex- 
perience of the human condition. This is what TVism 
can and should do for you. You've got your own quota 
of male-masculine human experience. The only thing 
wrong with it is that in our culture it leaves you 
an incomplete human being. So what do you do...being 
a TV you add femininity to it. You can't add female- 
ness without subracting maleness and since you lose 
as much as you gain (really more since one you've 

had all your life) you really don't make any progress 
in human experience. If, on the other hand, you add 
femininity to your stock of experience you are richer 
by that amount. I can certainly speak from experience 
here in that by retaining the male-masculine portion 
of my total humanity and adding Virginia's feminine 
experiences and expressions to it I surely enlarge 
my total experience of human existance greatly. The 
only thing that the TS can do that I cannot do is to 
receive a male penis vaginally. I will admit that 
this may well be a great experience and one which IL 
will never have. However every purchase has its 
price and when the price asked is too high for the 
value received I don't buy. And in this case I feel 
that what one has to give up of total human exper- 
ience to gain this particular special experience is 
just too high a price. 


While I agree with most everything that Susanna 
has to say in hercolumn I will take exception to one 
thing she refers to and that is the matter of what 
she called "incipient" TSs. I'm not sure whether 
she really feels there are such or is merely throwing 
this in in her stated effort to be impartial. For 
my part I feel that true TSs are a breed apart mot- 
ivated by conditions whether of heredity or environ- 
ment (nature or nurture) which have set a life pat- 
tern for them that is characteristic of the breed 
and for whom there is simply no other solution. I'11l 
broaden it to assert that each of the three behaviour 
patterns often confused by both lay and professional 
people because they have some symptons in common, 
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namely Homosexuality, Transsexuality and Transvestism 
are really three separate patterns because they have 
three seperate underlying motivations and needs to 

be filled and each is probably the result of a sep- 
erate group of causative factors...thus the TV or the 
HS who thinks he sees the ultimate in the TS position 
is doing just as Susanna said, creating a "monster 
mirage" The energy and single mindedness which 

the pseudo expends to keep this mirage "blown up" 

and in good repair both to himself and to others is 
really amazing. For the true TS this is understand- 
able for it is an escape from an untenable life sit- 
uation. But the pseudo TS is just as positive and 
determined...perhaps even more so because I'm sure 
there is a good bit of self delusion which must be 
sustained too. Any weakening, any inclination to 
listen to the siren song of those who would talk him 
out of his contemplated "deathless suicide" would 
destroy the whole beautiful creation leaving only a 
sort of psychological nothingness where the wonder- 
ful mirage had been. 


So the burden of this editorial as with Susanna's 
column is to try to catch some of you before you have 
created this beautiful but monstrous mirage for your- 
selves which must be maintained at any price..right 
up to and including the first incision by the doctors 
scalpel. Try to see in your TVism, your Femmiphilia 
(love of the feminine) to use my word, that which 
can add much to your total life experience when kept 
within reasonable limits. Neither life style - mas- 
culine or feminine - is a bed of roses. Each has 
satisfactions and problems characteristic of itself 
so why jump out of the frying pan into the fire? 
Rather, you can multiply your total life experience 
by adding to what you already have. You can exper- 
ience the femininity that is in you..the womaly part 
of you in many ways, in addition to your manliness. 
They need not be mutually exclusive but you must 
recognize the possibility and seek to achieve it as 
it will not come automatically. Neither, ironically, 
would it come automatically after surgery. Gender 
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has to be learned by everybody and we TVs are just 
gluttons for punishment (such sweet torture) in in- 
sisting on learning two genders. So here's to your 
"esirl within" may she live with her brother in some 
sort of reciprocity for the mutual enjoyment of both 
rather than in a bloody civil war in which one must 
die. As the kids say these days--"Make love not war". 
TVing is a form of love. TS is surely a war in which 
"she" kills "him", And the bitter dregs and destruc- 
tion remain as they do after any war. Reconstruction 
is so time consuming, wasteful, and heart rending. 


Well so long for now, I've got a lot of "loving" 
to do. I signed my armistice a long time ago. 


VIRGINIA 


DAN EASTMAN, R.E. 


Announces the opening of offices for the 
practice of Electrology in 


HOLLYWOOD 


BEVERLY HILLS 

PACIFIC PALISADES 
Consultant to the Theatrical Profession 
PERSONAL SERVICE --- COMPLETE PRIVACY 
Razors, Tweezers and Depilatories can all be dis- 
pensed with when hair is permanently removed by 

Electrolysis 
Call for a Complimentary Consultation 


One central number for all locations 


666-2080 


FURS FOR THE DISCRIMINATING TV 


New and Used Fur Garments, reconditioned, re- 
styled and fitted for you by a lady furrier of 
many years experience. Very reasonable prices. 
Slightly Used Mink Stoles and Jackets 
Also dress alterations. 
All fittings and consultations in complete privacy 
in my own home. Please call for an appointment 
GERTRUDE NE 9-1582 Evenings Only. 


“If you’ve ever spent your lunch hour in a shop 
trying on dresses, you should know why we're lata." 


Ie 

“How long will it be 
before it grows out and 
I look like a girl again?” 
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I. No. 49 OUCH: Thought you'd never get it didn't 
you? Well so did I. I have a deal with the printer 
to get the finished magazine to him on the 15th of 
the month preceeding the date of publication and due 
to the press of other things I was about a week late. 
But he had all types of trouble with printers, bind- 
ers etc. so that I didnt get it until about 5 weeks 
after it was due out. On top of that the artist, one 
of our "dependable" members who had promised to do a 
cover for me dropped out of sight so that added to 
the delay and finally the printer just had to dummy 
something up as a makeshift in order to get it out 
at all. I'm sorry for you and for me and I've also 
been swamped with letters of inquiry, but there was 
little I could do after it was in the printers hands. 


II. CALIF. SALES TAX: It would be greatly appreciated 
if subscribers living in California would remember 
that all items except TVia itself and Clipsheet (both 
periodicals) are subject to the 5% sales tax and would 
remit same with their order. With increase in post- 
age and taxes I can no longer just absorb them, so 
please pay me the tax as you would any other vendor. 


III. CONFIDENTIALS SECOND ARTICLE: Thanks to all of 
you who responded to my urging to write to Confiden- 
tial about their scurrilous article last November. 
Probably most of you have seen the result. If you 
didnt I'm pleased to report that in a subsequent is- 
sue (I think it was dated March but not sure) they 
published a considerable number of letters all but 
one of which were from TVia readers. And you all did 
a great job of showing not only indignation but doing 
a good job of education. Of course the small minded 
editor had to ham it up with "cute" little comments 
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at the end of each letter, but these served to tell 
more about his mentality than they did to down grade 
the letters. Interestingly enough from the two dif- 
ferent articles we have acquired about a dozen new 
readers who read between the lines and could see that 
there was something here for them, That is, a dozen 
who stated that they saw the article in Confidential. 
How many other of our new subscribers also came from 
that source I dont know. But it shows that "it is 

an ill wind that blows no good", Also it shows that 
when a number of us do something collectively we have 
an effect. Wish we could do more. 


Iv. F.P.E., CHEVALIER AND VIRGINIA: There are quite 
a few among our readers who apparently do not under- 
stand the relationship between Fran and FPE and Vir- 
ginia and Chevalier. Fran does not, for personal 
reasons, want to become involved with a box address 
in her home city. Thus Chevaliers box is the place 
to send FPE correspondence and it gets forwarded to 
her. If it is something that I do not have to deal 
with it is forwarded immediately if you send it in a 
stamped envelope. If it is an FPE application or 
something else that I have to have a hand in, it is 
saved up about a week or 10 days to make a "pouch" 
which is sent to her via insured mail. This makes a 
little delay. At the other end Fran does all that 
she does--and it is considerable and I wish more peo- 
ple appreciated her efforts--for free and in her 
"spare" time. Being a busy and responsible executive 
and having a wife, 2 kids and a large home to take 
care of obviously spare time is not too plentiful. 
So dont be too impatient when you dont get something 
back immediately. 


Chevalier on the other hand is a business that 
has to keep financial records and order records. 
You just make extra work for me, and I'm up to my 
eyes already, when you send one check to cover a 
Chevalier purchase and an FPE dues payment. It means 
that I have to enter and deposit it and then make out 
my own check to FPE and send it on to Fran. This 
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fouls up my records and sometimes has caused delays 
and misunderstandings. On the other hand sometimes 
envelopes have just been sent to Fran only for her 

to discover that it contained orders for Chevalier 
which then have to be returned necessitating more 
delays and postal expense. So please remember that 
although I am the Pres. of the Foundation and FPE, 
Fran, bless her little pink heart, is the functional 
head of it and I let her handle its details and prob- 
lems. Chevalier is a big pile of work and detail 

and getting bigger all the time and it is all I can 
do even with Mary's assistance to stay ahead of that. 
So please help out by minimizing the unnecessary work 
that you pile on both Fran and myself. 


V. MONEY ORDERS: For some reason some of you evident- 
ly think that a separate money order is necessary for 
each item purchased. It is not. One will cover the 
who order so dont waste your money buying 2 MOs. when 
one will do. 


VI. OUR ADVERTIZERS: Those individuals and stores 
that advertise in TVia deserve your patronage. They 
are sympathetic to TVs or they wouldnt be advertis- 
ing in TVia. Please mention the mag. when you call 
or visit them both so that they will know that the 
ad paid off and because it will serve to tip them 
off about yourself and enable them to serve you with 
more understanding. Several new advertisers discov- 
ered TVia as a result of my appearance on the Alan 
Burke show in New York. As a service to others in 
your neighborhood why dont you ask those stores that 
you have found understanding if they would like to 
be listed. I plan to make up a page or two of just 
short listings for all of the kinds of goods and ser- 
vices TVs need for both direct and mail order. So 
do your bit by "selling" your friendly stores on the 
idea. Cost: $7.50 per issue for four or six lines de- 
pending on space available. Larger ads are $40, $20, 
and $10 for full, 4% or % page ads respectively. In- 
creased advertising means more sources for everybody 
where they can be served with understanding and res- 
pect, but I cant find them, you will have to. 


PRICE LIST 


"TRANSVESTIA",..A magazine written by, for and about 
men with a "Feeling for the Feminine". Published six 
times a year in even numbered months. Per issue $4 


"CLIPSHEET",..News of transvestism and impersonation 

around the world. Clippings sent in by readers repro- 

duced for scrap books, Published four times jer year 
Single copies $1.50, 4 for $5 

"TV-TALES OF FEMME FICTION"...16 page short stories 

with transvestic themes. Published irregularly but 

about 4 times per year. Single copies $1.50, 4 for $5 

SEPARATE BOOKS 


"THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE",..A discussion from 
both points of view. Includes many letters from under- 
standing wives. Written simply, fairly and directly 

to help wives, parents, others to understand $3 
“FATED FOR FEMININITY"...Fascinating story of a high 
school boy who wanted to be cheer leader but ended up 
as school Beauty Queen, most popular girl and event- 
ually bride of another pretty girl. 90 pgs. illus $5 


"I AM A MALE ACTRESS"..,Reporter impersonates a star, 
makes a hit, gets contract, becomes actress, marries 
female star, they live as sisters. 100 pgs. illus $5 
"THE SCARCITY OF NURSES AND OTHER STORIES...A collec- 
tion of five short stories involving transvestism 

77 peso ol Luskes 5 
"CARNIVAL"...A long novel about a boy brought up as 
a girl and her life in a carnival 96 pgs. illus. $5 
"DOUBLE SWITCH"...The head mathematicion was a man but 
not a male. The girl who programmed computors was not, 
Neither knew the others story but they tound out and 
found happiness. 42 pgs. illus. 93 


"REVERSE SEX",..Complete and authorized autobiography 
of the famous COCCINELLE of Paris.120 pgs. of story 
64 pages of pictures dressed and undressed to show her 
remarkable conversion, Imported from England $4 


Teantreslia 


"TALES FROM PINK MIRROR"...This book was not pub- 
lished by Chevalier but is available to readers, It 
is a long story, profusely illustrated about a boy's 
conversion to a girl in a special school $4 


SPECIAL REDUCED RATES 


Back issues of TRANSVESTIA (except Nos. 1,2,4,6,7,8) 
are available. Every issue is new until you've read 
it. Many wonderful stories, articles pictures are in 
these issues. Reduced rate of 6 issues for $20 


Back issues of CLIPSHEET and of FEMMEMIRROR (Now dis- 
continued but about 30 issues available. It was a 
15 page monthly newsletter). Can be mixed, 6 for $3 


MERCHANDISE 


SPECIAL BRA...Has inflatable polyvinyl inserts. These 
are removalbe, can be worn in any other bra $5 


JELLY KIT...Ingredients and instructions for making 
a special jelly to fill inserts. Gives natural flow, 
softness, weight and bounce of- normal breasts. O5) 


"PHANTOM PHANNY"...Foam plastic pads sewn into pink 
rayon covering. Shaped and tapered to enlarge derriere 
to more feminine contours. Wear under your girdle $5 


"PRETTI PANTIES"...If you like wearing feminine things 
under pants these are a must. Nylon, lace trimmed, 
pink ribbon threaded thru lace and bows. AND they 
have a fly front opening. Comfortable, pretty and 
practical Size large, medium; color blk.white $4 


WIGS...We do not stock wigs but have made arrangements 
to supply high quality wigs at less than going prices. 
Oriental human hair mach. made reg. pr.$150 ours $85 
European human hair mach. made reg. pr.$225 ours $150 
Oriental human hair hand tied reg. pr.$235 ours $165 
European (Spanish) human hair hand tied, best quality 
available reg. pr.$350 ours $250 
50% deposit with order, balance prior to shipping. 
Order all items above directly from 
CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS, BOX 36091 LOS ANGELES 36, CALIF 
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Publication Policy 


TRANSVESTIA is composed primarily of material submitted by 
its readers. Fiction, articles, case histories, poems, pictures-- 
all are welcome. The greater the variety of material the more 
interesting the magazine will be. Material is solicited for pub- 
lication on the following basis: 

1. All printed material of one page or more will be paid for at 
the rate of $1 per page with the exception of pictures. The Editor 
must reserve the right to cut or edit submitted material for suita- 
bility and payment will therefore be made on the basis of the 
final printed page. No payment will be made for material less 
than 2/3 of a page which will count as one page. Payment will 
be made after material appears in print. Manuscripts will not be 
bought in advance. 

2. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and 
stamped envelope provided. 

3. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore 
not be submitted. The Editor reserves the right to be the sole 
judge of suitability and to edit, alter, delete or refuse material 
when it is deemed to be in the best interest of the magazine. 


PERSON TO PERSON ADS AND REPLIES 


To protect the magazine and its subscribers from the careless, 
thoughtless or foolish acts of a few it is necessary to limit cor- 
respondence service to those who have been on the subscription 
list for at least 5 issues and who have been screened. If you wish 
to use this service ask for the personal information form. Return it 
with the $5 registration fee. If accepted this $5 becomes advance 
payment for ads ($2) or answers ($1) at regular rates. 


PHI PI EPSILON (FPE) is our social organization. Appli- 
cation for membership may be made after having been on Chevalier’s 
subscription lists for five or more issues. Acceptance is dependent 
upon approval of an application form and by a personal interview 
witn the applicant’s area councillor. Members of FPE need no fur- 
ther application for use of the Person to Person service and may do 
so by simply paying the regular fee. 


Ads for GOODS AND SERVICES also accepted. 
Ask for rates. 


© Copyright1968 by CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
Box 36091 - Los Angeles, California 90036 


All Rights reserved. 
No part of this book may be reproduced without written permission. 
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